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Deably Beloved nr thb Lord, 

The strongest motives, which the heart of man obeys, 
prompt this address. Duties of holy office urge me. Long 
association and deep attachment add their constraining force. 

I venture near, as one, who shares the charge of your 
undying souls. Your everlasting interests are mine. Your 
life for ever is no indifferency to me. Others indeed have 
fellowship, as fellow-guardians of your weal. But no 
division lessens infinite account. And I must feel, and I 
must strive, and I must answer, as if I knew no flock but 
you, — as if you knew no pastor but myself. 

I come, too, as one, who craves attention with peculiar 
plea. Years of much weakness keep me fix)m the Preacher's 
throne, — ^that highest dignity of man. My pen, then, now 
must be my voice. My pulpit must be beside you in your 
home-retirement. ^ A few brief lines must take the plaoe of 
public discourse. I fain would claim your sanctuary-days. 
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But Ood permits not, and His will is love. I ask, as some 
poor substitute, the leisure of a yacant hour. Mj silence 
speaks, if you consent to read. Mj writing prospers, if you 
read with prayer. 

Times, too, may come, when preaching shall be mute to 
you. A vacant seat may tell, that age, or pains, or grief 
detain you from the oft- trodden courts. These pages may 
be near you then : and when the richer springs cannot be 
reached, these scanty drops may fall as cheering dew. 

Connection, too, of distant date, seems to provide a key 
of entrance to your minds. Our gracious God, in various 
ways, prepares a passage for His truth. Where gifts are 
none, where insufficiencies abound, the recollections of past 
years may win a welcome, which is not deserved. Mine 
is no stranger's heart towards you. Yours is no stranger's 
sympathy towards me. 

I speak of much time gone. This loudly warns, that 
much cannot remain. The day is far spent. Lengthening 
shadows tell of near-brought end. What I would do, must 
now be quickly done. This opportunity, through grace, I 
have. To-morrow may be the grave of means. Perhaps a 
parting hand presents a farewell token. Perhaps a parting 
hand receives. These may be my last words written. These 
may be your last words read. To me how solemn is the 
thought! Is it less so to you? 

I own, that many are your claims. And I would leave 
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no debt unpaid. But none will complain of dues withheld, 
whose hearts, through me, are led to Christ. All without 
Him is nothing worth. His truth received, is every treasure 
gained. 

Hence I would seek, the Spirit helping, to bring your souls 
to Him, and Him into your souls. Till this be done, re- . 
ligion is a sunless sky : the public service is a casket without 
jewel : life is a dreary passage to a dreadful end : the home 
is no abode of peace : the family has no strong bond of lasting 
love : the trade yields no enduring profit : death is a downfall 
into ruin : eternity prolongs unutterable woe. Without 
Christ, health is soul-sickness : and sickness an unmitigated 
iU : prosperity is an adverse tide : adversity is the whirlpool 
of despair. Birth is no boon, if Christ be never bom within^ 
life is no gain, except to live be Christ Apart from Him, 
God is against you: Scripture condemns you: Satan claims 
you: his chains awaits you. 

Beloved, can I know this, and sound no warning note? 

May I not add, that the happiest man on earth is he, who 
has the surest faith in Christ, and acts out most devotedly 
His truth ? He dwells in God and God in him. His trans- 
gressions are forgiven. His sins are covered. ' Wiap&raoa ia 
accepted. His soul is safe. 

Sweetly the morning dawns, because it awakens to fresh 
discoveries of a Saviour's grace. Gladly the day speeds on, 
because each step is a dose walk with God. Night is calm 
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rest, because the conscience is at peace. A smile is seen in 
every seeming cloud : and all events shower blessings on the 
heart. 

Beloved, can I know this, ^nd not beseech you to make 
Christ your All ? 

This is your chiefest good. This is my longing for you. 
Accept this humble volume, as a proof. Scorn not the effort, 
because no eloquence adorns it. My object is not to amuse, 
but save. I use no rhetoric, but a Saviour's cross. He, who 
would show Christ's greatness, must hide paltry self. 

Your outward privileges indeed abound. But all their 
value is a loss, except you rise, through them, to heaven. Vain 
is your splendid church — the admiration of delighted eyes— 
except your hearts frequent it in the name of Christ. Vain 
is the constant bell, which calls you to its choir, except you 
worship, as God*s sons in Him. These things distinguish you 
as favoured men. Christ only marks as saved souls. A Christ- 
less service is no upward step. Forms are but dead, when 
Christ is not their life. 

May He, then, whose love sent Christ to save, smile lovingly 
on this attempt ! May His great mercy grant, that multitudes, 
redeemed from Wells, may know the mighty power of the 
Scripture-truth, — " Christ is All." Col. iii. 11. 

Allow me to subscribe myself, your devoted servant in 

. Christ Jesus, 

HENRY LAW. 
Westan'Super-mare, Dec, 1855. 



THE BURNING BUSE 



'* Re looked, and, be/iold, the Btish burned with fire, and the Btuh uxu not 
jDonmmed" Ex. iii. 3. 

WoRDEOiTS is the sight which here meets our view. It is a 
Bush in flames, bat not consumed. Destroying fire fails to 
destroy. Perishable wood refases to be fuel. 

Eeader, this surely is no new object to you. But know, 
that it abounds in lessons, which your search cannot exhaust. 

It must be so. The unsearchable riches of Jesus are in this 
mine. He, who is the Wonder of Wonders, is the true Won- 
der of the Bush. 

Header, you must see Christ by faith, if ever you would see 
God and enter heaven. You must know Christ in heart, if 
ever you would know peace in conscience and hope in death. 
Pray then the Holy Spirit, that He would make the blazing 
Bush to be a blaze of saving light within your soul. 

The way to the burning Bush lies through an avenue of 
instructive thoughts. 

Moses is mercifully rescued from an early grave of waters. 
Pharaoh's decree dooms to death. But Pharaoh's daughter is 
the means of life. When God has purposes to work, He can 
make foes his tools. The oppressor's court becomes the refuge 
of the oppressed. The Hebrew child is caressed, as an Egyp- 
tian prince. 
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But the perils of the Kile are scarcely greater to the body, 
tiian the perils of the palace to the soul. "Worldly pomp is 
Very dazzling. "Worldly luxury is very fascinating. "Worldly 
pleasures are very ensnaring. But there is an ark of safety in 
the flood of vanities, as in the flood of waters. Mosq9 is 
neither dazzled — nor fascinated — nor ensnared. He looks 
above, and sees a splendour far more bright. He deliberately 
chooses scorn, and afiliction, and loss, and penury, with the 
people of God. And he flnds such scorn to be the truest 
honour — such aflfliction to be the purest joy — such loss to be 
the richest gain — such penury to be the most enduring wealth. 

Header, it is an important principle, that none can tread the 
world beneath their feet, until they see a fairer world above 
their heads. "When the Lord is set before you, your eyes are 
dim to lower objects. The beauty of the all-beauteous makes 
other loveliness unlovely. 

Moses proves the mighty energy of soul-elevating, soul- 
purifying faith. This stirring principle turns his whole course 
from ease, and pelf, and self, into one stream of daring activi- 
ties for GK)d. He beholds with aching heart Israel* s crushed 
tribes. He boldly presents himself to avenge their wrongs, 
and to erect the standard of their freedom. But what is the 
welcome, which awaits him ? Alas ! he is thrust away with a 
rejecting taunt, ''Who made thee a prince and a judge over 
us?" Ex. ii. 14. 

Header, your eyes are open 'to such pitiable folly. You 
sigh over a debasement, which is content to do a tyrant's bid- 
ding, rather than defy a tyrant's rage. But such may be your 
own case. The Gospel, like Moses, approaches men. It tella 
them, that they grind in Satan's prison-house. It calls them 
to arise from the dust, to lift up tiiie head, to burst the fetters^ 
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to dare to be free. It shows them Jesus, the Captain of Sal- 
Tation, inviting them to the banner of His cross. It assures 
them, that this Leader never lost a battle — and never lost a 
man. It beseeches them to cast off the filthy fetters, and to 
stride boldly towards the sparkling crown. What answer is 
returned ? Alas ! multitudes hate the voice, which would 
arouse them. They hug the bonds, which bind them to per- 
dition's cell. They little think how soon each link in that 
chain will become a deathless scorpion, and a quenchless 
flame. 

** Then fled Moses at this saying." Acts vii. 29. Eeader, 
take heed. The decree may issue, He "is joined to idols ; 
let him alone." Hos. iv. 17. An un welcomed Saviour 
may depart for ever. The wings of love may fly away in 
judgment. 

He was hid as a stranger in the land of Midian forty years. 
But the God who was his shield in the crowd, was his sun in 
the desert. It is sad, that the Lord's servant must be earth's 
outcast. But it is sweet to see, how heavenly wisdom can 
make the hardest usage to yield our choicest blessings. The 
sweetest honey is from the stony rock. There was work for 
Hoses, which required lamb-like meekness with lion-like 
resolve. He must be calm, as ocean when it sleeps : Arm as 
the rock which smiles at storms. These are the lessons of 
tribulation's school: — therefore, in tribulation he must be 
schooled. Metal becomes pure by long process in the furnace. 
The wisdom, which is profitable in the busy haunts of busy 
men, grows in retirement's still shade. In the seclusion of 
Arabia, Paul drinks calmly of truth's fount. In the wilds of 
Midian, Moses sits at the feet of God. 
At last the appointed time of rescue came. God's ^QTLk& 
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are the reflection of decrees ordained of old. "WTien His pur« 
poses were ripe, a marvel startles the Shepherd-prophet. A 
Bosh blazes before him. Each branch, each £bre, reddened in 
the flame. But neither branch nor fibre received hurt. The 
brittle wood waved an uninjured head. Well might Moses 
wonder. But wonder deepened into awe, when from the Bush 
a voice was heard, even the voice of God. 

Beader, it becomes us now to ask, what is the Gospel of th« 
burning Bush ? Jesus Himself appears in His person, — suffer- 
ings, —and all-resisting might. 

His person. — He is God, and yet He stoops to be made man. 
He is man, and yet He continues to be God for ever. With- 
draw the Godhead, and His blood cannot atone. Withdraw 
the manhood, and no blood remains. The union gives a Sa- 
viour able, and a Saviour meet. Look to the Bush. It shows 
this very union. The wood denotes the poor and feeble pro- 
duce of earth. It exhibits the "tender plant" — the " root out 
of a dry ground." But it holds God as its inmate. The voice 
out of its midst proclaims. Your God is here. 

His sufferings. — Fire wraps the Bush. No clearer image 
can depict the hot assaults of wrath. The life of Jesus knew 
these well. It was one struggle with keen anguish. Earth 
was a thorny path. Hell shot its every shaft. Heaven darkened 
with the horrors of its frowns. All the fierce pains, which 
infinite displeasure could inflict, made Him their prey. He 
wrung out all, which all the ransomed would have tasted, if 
hell-agonies had been their doom for ever. 

His all-resisting might. — In vain the fire assailed the bush. 
It stood unharmed. So every blow recoiled from Jesus. Sus- 
tained by His indwelling Deity, He trod all foes beneath His 
feet. He burst the bunds of death. He shivered the grave's 
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gates. He stood yictorious on the ruins of Hell's empire. Ho 
mounted in triumph to the heaven of heavens. 

We have next an undoubted figure of the whole family of 
faith. Persecutions and trials are the fire, which assails them 
with ceaseless fury. But still they thrive, and streDgthcn, and 
budy and blossom^ and flourish. How can it be ? Deity in- 
dwells them. And where Deity resides, there must be unde- 
caying life. 

The Church's story is a mirror of this truth. How often 
do we see it, as a tiny bark tossed in engulphiug waves. The 
powers of the mighty, the craft of the subtle, the rage of the 
frantic, have seized it with terrific grasp. Evil men have done 
their worst : evil spirits have aimed blows : evil fiends have 
put forth spite. Surely the fragile Bush must sink in ruin. 
But no. It defies all foes. It stands, and ever will standi 
verdant, and fragrant, and fruitful. 

But the power of resistance is not its own. The Lord is in 
the midst. He has chosen it, as His abode for ever. They 
are precious tidings, '' In the midst of the seven candlesticks 
is one like unto the Son of man." Eev. i. 13. 

It is true, that Jesus, as God, holds all space within His 
hand. " His centre is everywhere, His circumference is no- 
where." But still the Church is the chosen home of His un- 
bounded love. Here His all-protecting might. His all-pre- 
•erving care. His full delights, repose. He received it from 
His Father as His spouse — His jewels — His peculiar treasure— 
His portion — the fulness of His body — the completeness of 
His mediatorial glory. He is engaged to seat it, as an un- 
diminished family before the throne. If one member be 
injured, Christ is marred — if one be absent, Christ is maimed. 
Hence He is ever with it — all heart to love — all eye to 
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-watch — all hand to help—- all wisdom to direct — all power to 
beat back foes. Let, then^ the fire rage. It must be mightier 
than Almightiness, before the Bush can droop to nothingness. 

Do these lines meet the eye of one, who plots and strives 
against Zion*s weal ? Vain man, forbear ! The promise ever 
lives, " Lo ! I am with you always." Can yon tear the son 
from its high seat ? Can yon beat back ocean with a feather ? 
Can you bind the lightning with a straw ? Such task were 
easier, than to pluck Jesus from the Bush. Because He lives 
there. His people shall live also. 

Here, too, another mystery is solved. Grace seems but a 
tender plant in the believer's heart. It has to contend with 
nipping frosts and desolating storms. Satan's rage bums 
ragingly against it. The world brings fiiel upon friel to con- 
sume it. The flesh blows fiercely to fan the fiame. But grace 
still thrives. Its roots spread. Its branches rise. Its fruit 
ripens. Why ? Christ walks within His garden — a guardian- 
God. His hand sowed each seed. The dew of His favour 
nourishes it. The smile of His love matures it. Hence it 
overtops all fiery foes : and lifts its head towards heaven. 

Believer, think much of the " goodwill of Him, that dwelt 
in the Bush." Beut. xxxiii. 16. Fears then will flee away. 
If you stood alone, it would be presumption to hope. Because 
you are not alouQ, it is offence to tremble. 

Look back. Many conflicts are behind, and yet you live. 
How is it ? You reply with Paul, *' The Lord stood with me 
and strengthened me." "The Bush burned with fire, and 
the Bush was not consumed." — ^Your present fight is hot. 
But you hear a much-loved voice, " Fear thou not, for I am 
with thee." " The Bush bums with fire, and the Bush u 
XK)t consumed," — ^You look onward. The horizon is dark with 
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clouds of tribulation. But the same voice cheers, ''Fear 
not;" "when thou walkest through the fire, thou shalt not 
be burned." The captive youths, a cloud of witnesses, an 
army of blessed martyrs, wave you forward. They tell, that 
persecuting flames may be despoiled of all their sting. Be- 
joice then. The Bush shall bum with fire, but it shall not be 
consumed. 

Keader, pause here, and search your conscience. Is your 
body a temple of Jesus Christ, through the Spirit ? Is. Christ 
dwelling in your heart by faith ? Is Christ in you, the hope 
of glory ? If it be not so, touch not the comfort of the 
burning Bush. Eemember, there are thorns and briers, ''whose 
end is to be burned." "No Saviour saves them. Tares must 
be bound in bundles for wrath's full-heated furnace. A ter- 
rible voice wails from the region of the lost, '*I am tormented 
in this flame." "The day cometh, that shall bum as an oven: 
and all the proud, yea, and all that do wickedly, shall be stub- 
ble." Mai. iv. 1. "The smoke of their torment ascendeth 
up for ever and ever." Eev. xiv. 11. 

Reader, here are words, by which, through grace, you may 
be saved. Turn not away to everlasting bumings. If you 
are so mad, this warning will lie, as a hot coal, upon your soul 
for ever. 
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" / am that I am." Ex iii. 14. 

The believer is called to wayfaring and warfaring straggles. 
He has to bear a daily cross, and to fight a daily fight. But 
in every hour of need, a sure support is near. Behold Moses. 
The ground which he must tread, is very slippery. The hill 
of his difficulties is very steep. A foe opposes every step. 
But a staff and a sword are provided for him in the name of 
his guiding and protecting Lord. " I am that I am." On 
this he can lean the whole burden of his cares, and fears, and 
pains. By this he can scatter kings and dust. This stay is 
still the same, — ever mighty — ever near. The feeblest pil- 
grim may grasp it by the hand of faith. And whosoever 
grasps it, is " as mount Zion, which cannot be removed, but 
abideth for ever." 

'' I am that I am." Such is the voice from the burning 
bush. The Speaker, then, is hid in no mask of mystery. It 
is the Angel of the everlasting Covenant. It is the great 
Bedeemer. He would establish His people on the firm rock 
of comfort. Therefore with trumpet-tongue He thus assured 
them, that all the majesty, aU the supremacy, all the glory of 
absolute and essential Deity, are His inherent right. 

my soul, into what a speck must poor man dwindle before 
luch greatness ! The limits of the mind cannot scan it. The 
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arms of the heart cannot embrace it. Words are mere skele- 
tons before it. Intellect would fain on eaglets wing flj 
around the ever-widening circle. But vain is the effort. Its 
height is on heaven's summit. What mortal arm can reach 
it ? It is as space, which has no bounds. What human line 
can mete it ? Our visual orbs pierce not unlimited expanse. 
Our scales weigh not the mountains. Our vessels measure not 
the ocean's waters. So our faculties are short to probe the 
'.mmensities of God. To grasp divine essence requires divine 
hrgeness. '^ I am that I am'' alone can read the volume of 
tkat title. 

Shall we then repine ? What ! repine because our God is 
BO ^eat ? Where is the subject, who frets, because he cannot 
comt his prince's treasures ? Let us rather bow our heads in 
pioiB adoration. Let us rather give thanks, that a mine is 
open^ in which the very dust is gold. Let us rather humble 
ourselves, that we are so slow and careless to gather up the 
manna of rich truth, which falls at the tent-door. Let us 
rather pray the Spirit to illumine more clearly the written 
page. Let us rather long for the day, when every cloud, which 
veils our God, shall brighten into perfect light; and when 
His people ''shall be like Him, for tbey shall see Him, as 
He is." 

Come, then, and with such loving teachableness let us take 
our seat beside this sea of truth; and strive with reverence to 
touch the spray, which sparkles on the shore. 

" I am that I am." Here the first sound is eternity. Jesus, 
as God, here puts on eternity as His robe. He knows no past. 
He knows no future. He lives unmoved, in one unmoviag 
present. He stretches through all the ages, which are gone^ 
and which are yet to come. His only bounds are immeasurablo ^ 
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boundlessness. Ere time was bom. He is, '' I am that I am." 
When time shall have expired, He still is, "I am that I am." 
If there had been the moment, when His being dawned, His 
name would be, I am what I was not. If there could be the 
moment, when His being must have end. His name would be, 
I am what I shall not be. But He is, " I am that I am." 
Thus He treads first and last beneath His feet. He sits on the 
unbroken circumference of existence, as He who ever was. 
and ever is, and ever shall be. Let thought fly back, until 
in weariness it faint — ^let it look onward — until all vision 
fail — it ever finds Him the same " I am." 

Header, look down now from this astounding glory, and ^ 
your eye on Bethlehem's manger. What see you there ? A 
lowly babe lies in the lowly cradle of a lowly town, the off- 
spring of a lowly mother. Look again. That child is the 
eternal *' I am." He, whose Deity had never birth, is bom 
" the Woman's Seed." He, whom no infinitudes can hold, is 
contained within infant's age, and infant's form. He, who 
never began to be, as God — ^here begins to be, as mac. And 
can it be, that the great '^ I am that I am" shrinks into our 
ficsh, and is little upon our earth, as one newborn of yester- 
day? It is so. The Lord promised it. Prophets foretold it. 
Types prefigured it. An angel announces it. Heaven rings 
with rapture at it. Faith sees it. The redeemed rejoice in it. 

But wherefore is this wonder of wonders ? Wherefore is 
eternity's Lord a child of time ? He thus stoops, that He 
may save poor wretched sinners, such as we are. Could He 
not do so by His will or by His word ? Ah ! no. He willed, 
and all things were. He speaks, and all obey. But he must 
die, as man, that a lost soul may live. To rescue from one 
stain of sin, the eternal jnust take the sinner's place — and 
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bear sin's curse — and pay sin's debt — and suflfer sin's penalty — 
and wash out sin's filth — and atone for sin's malignity. ** I 
am that I am" alone could do this. '' I am that I am" alone 
has done it. 

What self-denial, what self-abasement, what self-emptying 
is here ! Surely, royalty in rags, angels in cells, is no descent 
compared to Deity in flesh. But mighty love moves Jesus to 
despise all shame, and to lie low in misery's lowest mire. 
Through ages past His " delights were with the sons of men." 
Prov. yiii. 31. Eternity to come is but a void, unless His people 
share His glory. Therefore, He humbles Himself to earth, 
that specks of earth may rise to heaven's immortality. Be- 
liever, you joy in prospect of thus living with Him for ever. 
But, wherefore, is there full rapture in the thought i Do not 
you feel, that the crowning ecstacy is in this ? Eternity will 
afford you time to gaze with steady look on a Saviour's 
glories — ^to sing with unwearied hymn a Saviour's praise — to 
bless with perpetual blessing a Saviour's name — and to learn 
with ever expanding knowledge a Saviour's worth. 

There is another note in this loud chorus of truth, which 
is especial sweetness to the believer's ear. It tells melodiously, 
that Jesus cannot change. He is as constant as He is great. 
As surely as He ever lives, so surely He ever lives the same. 
He is one expanse of never-varying oneness. He sits on the 
calm throne of eternal serenity. 

• Change is the defect of things below : for things below are 
all defective. Immutability reigns above : for immutability 
is perfection's essence. Our brightest mom oft ends in storm. 
Summer's radiance gives place to winter's gloom. The smil- 
ing flower soon lies a withered leaf. The bubbling brook is 
soon a parched-up channel. The Mend, who smiled, smiles 
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no more friendly welcomes. Bereavement weeps, where once 
each family- seat beamed with domestic joy. Gardens wither 
into deserts. Babylons crumble into unsightly ruins. On all 
things a sad inscription writes, fleeting — transient — vanishing. 
Time flaps a ceaseless wing, and from the wings decay and 
death drop down. " I am that I am'' sits high above all this. 
He is " the same yesterday, and to-day, and for ever." 

The unchangeableness of Jesus is the unchangeableness of 
His attributes. Brightly each shines in this bright mirror. 
But a rapid glance at His love and power must sufGice. 

His love is in perpetual bloom. It is always in summer- 
tide. The roots are deeply buried in Himself; therefore the 
branches cannot fade. Believer, drink hourly of this cup of 
joy. Suffer not Satan to infuse a poisonous doubt. Christ 
loved you largely, when, in the councils of eternity, He 
received you into His heart. He loved you truly, when, in 
the fulness of time. He took npon Himself your curse, and 
drained your hell-deep dues. He loved you tenderly, when 
He showed you, by the Spirit, His hands and His feet, and 
whispered to you, that you were His. He loves you faithfully, 
while He ceases not to intercede in your behalf, and to scatter 
blessings on your person and your soul. He will love you 
intensely in heaven, when you are manifested as His purchase, 
and crowned as His bride. To each enquiry, has he loved ? 
and does He love ? and will He love ? the one reply is, ** I 
am that I am." 

Do not object, if He thus loves, why am I thus ? why is 
my path so rugged, and my heart like flint ? You will soon 
know, that your bitterest trials, and your sorest pains are sure 
tokens of His love The father corrects because he loves. In 
anxious care the physician deeply probes tlie wounds. Thus 
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Jesus makes earth hard, that you may long for heaven's holy 
rest. He shows self-vileness, that you may prize His cleansing 
blood. He suffers you to stumble, that you may cleave more 
closely to His side. He makes the world a blank, that you 
may seek all comfort in Himself. If He seem to change, it 
is that you may change. He hides His face, that you may 
look towards Him. He is silent, that you may cry more loudly. 
His desertion prevents your desertion. He saves from real 
hell, by casting into seeming hell. But love fails not. All 
His dealings are its everflowing, overflowing tide. On each 
the eye of faith can read, '' I am that I am." 

Power goes hand in hand with love. They co-exist and 
co-endure. It was a mighty voice which said. Be — and all 
things were. It was a mighty hand, which framed this so 
wondrous universe. It is a mighty arm, which turns the 
wheel of providence. This power still is, and ever will be, 
what it always has been. No age enfeebles, and no use ex- 
hausts it. This is the Church's rock. The Bible, blazing with 
its exploits, encourages the ''worm Jacob" to ''be strong in the 
Lord, and in the power of His might." He can still bid the 
seas of difficulty to recede. He can cause hurricanes and 
tempests to lie down. He can make straight the crooked 
paths of evil. He can level the mountains of high- towering 
corruption. He can stop the lion- mouth of persecution. He 
can quench the scorching flames of every lust. In the face 
of all Goliaths, He cheers His followers to victory, under the 
banner of " I am that I am." 

Header, these thoughts scarce touch the boundary line ol 
the shadow of this glorious name. But surely they show the 
blessedness of those, who, guided by the Spirit, repose beneati 
the wings of Jesus* " The eternal Qod is thy refuge and un-^ 
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demeatli are the everlasting arms." Deut. xxziii. 27. " I 
am that I am" must perish or must change, before their names 
can be cast &om His heart. Some greater power must arise, 
before they can be plucked &om His tight- grasping hand. The 
bare idea is folly. Happy flock ! " I am that I am" loves 
them, and they are loved :^-calls them, and they follow Him : 
sanctifies them, and they are sanctified : — blesses them, and 
they are blessed : — gives them life, and they live : — gives 
them glory, and they are glorified. 

But perhaps it is your wretched case to live unsprinkled by 
His saving blood. "Will you die thus ? What, thus appear 
before His great white throne ? His truth condemns you — 
and it cannot change. His wrath bums hot against you — ^and 
it cannot relent. His power has commission to destroy you — 
and it cannot be withstood. "I am that I am" becomes an 
idle fable, if truth, and wrath, and power, war not eternally 
with sin. And can they war and not prevail ? 

Believer, the eternity and unchangeableness of "I am that 
I am" makes heaven to be heaven for ever. Sinner,* the 
eternity and unchangeableness of " I am that I am" makes 
hell to be hell for ever. 



THE PASSOVER. 



««J< is the LorSs Passover:* Ex. xii. 11* 

These words send us back to the last night of Israel's bon- 
dage in the land of Egypt. The captives had suffered much, 
and long. The iron furnace had been heated by unpitying 
hate, and by unsparing hands. But God, in His high council, 
had decreed, that a mom of deliverance should dawn. The 
appointed hour came. No power can now detain. Mad op- 
position becomes weak. The chosen people must go free. 

Believer, stay your soul on the rock of the promises. They 
are as immovable, as He, who speaks them. At the set mo- 
ment you shall march in triumph to your happy Canaan. 

Let us, in thought, intermingle in the solemn scene. It was 
a night black in dismays, — terrible in judgments, — wild in 
affrights — keen in anguish. Throughout the whole of Egypt's 
empire every house was woe, every face was horror, every 
heart was misery. Death forced all doors. Each eldest child 
was a lifeless corpse. There was no exception. The monarch 
and the slave alike bewailed, in bitter cry, their first-bom's 
sudden and untimely slaughter. 

It was a night, memorable too, in sweet displays of tender 
love. Israel's favoured sons were all assembled. Bat neither 
death nor fear was in their dwellings. They were equipped 
for departure from all cruelties and pains. They were feasting 
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at a heaven-appointed board. They were rejoicing in a Gos- 
pel ordinance. They were partaking of a lamb slain. This 
exhibited, in loudly-speaking rites, all the certainties, and all 
the mercies of spiritual redemption. They realized present 
escape. They looked forward to future safety. They had 
much in hand. They had more in view. 

Eeader, let us with joy join these joyous companies. And 
may the Christ-revealiDg Spirit show Christ to us, as the sub- 
stance, and truth, and glory of the spread feast ! 

God Himself selects the ofltering. His voice says, " They 
shall take to them every man a lamb." v. 3. Thus Jesus is 
appointed, by heavenly wisdom, to be the one redeeming 
sacrifice. An elected Saviour is the strong foundation of sal- 
vation's pyramid. Blessed provision of our blessing God ! 
Whither could we turn, if bidden to find or frame a guilt- 
removing victim ? But grace meets every want. Hearken to 
the sure tidings, " Behold my servant, whom I uphold : mine 
elect, in whom my soul delighteth." Is. xlii. 1. 

Beader, God's only begotten Son is God's only appointed 
Eedeemer. He only is called to bear His people's sins. For 
He only can sustain such load. He only is sent to make atone- 
ment. For He only has worthy blood to shed. He only is 
commissioned to bring in reconciliation. For He only can 
covenant with God. Obey God. Present Jesus in the arms 
of faith. Then your crimson stain is whiter than snow. Your 
soul is saved. Eeject Him. And there remains no more 
sacrifice for sins. 

The lamb must be a male of the earliest age. v. 5. These 
are signs of vigour in unbroken perfection. Truly He, who 
is to save, must be mighty in strength. For think, what 
mighty hindrances oppose. Whose arm can hold back tlio 



THB PASSOTEB. 17 

descending arm of divine wrath ? Whose shoulder can sus- 
tain the weight of countless sins? Whose force can close 
hell ? Whose power can open heaven ? Whose prowess can 
trample down satanic rage, satanio spirits, an4 satanio men ? 
In none hut Jesus can such sufficiency he found. In Him it 
ahounds to the overflowing of almightiness. The Father's 
voice proclaims, ^' I have laid help upon one that is mighty." 
Ps. Ixxxix. 19. The pledge is given, '' He shall send them 
a Saviour, and a great one." Is. zix. 20. The fulfilment is 
in Jesus, "The great God and our Saviour." Tit. ii. 13. He 
is the Lamb in all the energy of perfect strength. 

The Lamb must be " without blemish." v. 5. Jesus, while 
man below, was pure, as God in heaven's brightness. Sin 
strove in vain to soil Him. Foul temptations thickly fell, but 
left Him spotless, as the light of day. The Father's eye, which 
cannot look upon uncleanness, delighted in Him, as the clear 
mirror of His own glory. In Him, human nature shone in the 
lustre of divine holiness. In Him was sinlessness, which could 
atone for sin. In Him was righteousness, which satisfied the 
law. 

The lamb must be set apart for four days. t. 6. Thus in 
heaven, through eternal days, Jehovah's eye inspected Jesus, 
as the fore-ordained expiation for the foreseen evil. Thus on 
, earth, through the days preceding the cross. He was tested by 
every judge : and thus, universal consent crowned Him with 
the crown of untarnished blamelessness. Even Satan, speaking 
by blood-guilty lips, proclaimed, that there was no fault in 
Him. John xix. 4. 

It must be slain by the whole assembly of the congregation. 
V. 6. Not one voice was silent, when the awfnl cry went 
forth, "Crucify Him, crucify Him." Belieyer, not one sin of 



18 XHX P4ssoyxB. 

all your life "was absent, when He was dragged to the cross. 
All your transgressions strained the cords. They concurred to 
drive in the nails, and to make deep the wonnds. Your 
iniquities brought in that death. That death brings in your 
life. 

The blood must be sprinkled on the lintel, and on the door- 
posts of each dwelling, v. 7. The blood shed must be used. 
It must be openly exhibited, as a distinguishing sign. If the 
destroyer find the preserving mark, the foot of vengeance must 
pass over. If there be no shield of blood, the arrows of death 
must do their deathful work. Header, the Gospel moves poor 
sinners to appropriating eflforts. Christ is uplifted, that eyes 
may look to Jlim. He is an open refuge, that feet may fly to 
Him. His blood flowed, that it may be taken by the hand of 
faith. Do you live a blood-besprinkled life ? Is your soul at 
all times fresh dripping from this stream ? If so, you safely 
dwell beneath salvation's wings. Justice cannot drag you to 
execution. The curse cannot blight you. The law cannot 
condemn you. Yengeance cannot slay you. The blood upon 
you cries. Away, stand back, no foe can touch, where I pro- 
tect But are you thus marked as Christ's ? If not, arise 
speedily, and flee unto the wounded Lamb. The day is far 
spent; the night of ruin is at hand. The destroyer is at your 
heels. Each house unmarked was a house unspared. Each 
soul unwashed will be a soul undone. A remedy applied alone 
can heal. 

If ot one drop stained the floor. The blood of Jesus is the 
most precious thing in heaven — ^in earth. The Father honours 
it with all heaven's honours. The saints in light praise it with 
all heaven's praises. The saints on earth joy in it with all 
heart's rapture. Satan flees before it. Shull godless men 
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treat it with rejecting soom ? Let them beware : on the heart 
it is a seal of life : beneath the feet it is the stamp of heU. 

The flesh must be roast with fire. v. 8. We have here the 
keenest image of the keenest torture. The pain of pains is 
to be slowly mangled by devouring flames. But this is a faint 
image of what Jesus verily endured. my soul, deal closely 
with the sufferings of your suffering Lamb. Let the amazing 
facts be the very fibres of your constant thought. Daily visit 
the garden. Hourly study the cross. What is the sight, what 
are the sounds, which there confront you ? The God-man 
Jesus lies crushed to the earth. He bends beneath a weight of 
woe. The saddest groans proclaim the writhings of a tortured 
soul. Each pore weeps blood. Agony could not more agonize. 
A piteous cry confesses, that the black horrors of desertion 
blackened around Him. These marks of extremest anguish 
have clear meaning. The Passover is roast with fire. 

Believer, Jesus is tormented in your stead. All the wrath, 
which all your sins deserved, is outpoured on Him. The 
vengeance of God descends in all its fury. The carse of the 
law exacts its utmost. The flames of hell tightly grasp Him. 
He endures the very miseries, which all His people must have 
endured, if they had wailed for ever in the lake of fire. Paith 
sees it, and exclaims, I live, for Jesus died. I cannot suffer. 
Jesus has exhausted all. Wrath cannot touch me, because it 
has touched Him. 

Each inmate of the house must feed upon the lamb. v. 8. 
So every one, who would be saved, must verily partake of 
Christ. To hear of Him : to touch the emblems of His dying 
love : to know His merits : to commend His worth, will profit 
little. Faith takes Christ — Christ Himself, as its own. It 
makes Him the very juice and substance of the inner man. 
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Here is the believer's neyer-ending banquet. He feasts on 
Christ now. He will feast with Christ for ever. 

A bone of it may not be broken, y. 46. Jesus indeed was 
hardly used. But no wounds marred the proportion of His 
stature. They weakened not the pillars of His strength. Ho 
lives all-vigorous in salvation's might. He stands the un- 
broken, the unblemished column of His people*s hopes. The 
marvellous fulfilment, too, of this command, proves Jesus of 
Nazareth to be the true Passover of God. "When the soldiers 
"came to Jesus and saw that He was dead already, they brake 
not His legs." John xix. 33. The unwitting heathen un- 
wittingly accomplished the Jewish type. Infidelity, what can 
you reply ? Know, that as no ignorance is like yours ; so no 
ruin will be like yours. 

It must be eaten with bitter herbs and unleavened bread. 
V. 8. These requirements shadow out the combined graces of 
penitence and sincerity. Header, do you boast of hope in 
Christ ? It only dwclb in a heart ground to powder under 
sense of sin. Tears are the magnifying medium, through 
which the cross attracts. Faith has no root in rocky soil. It 
only blossoms in the moist garden of a weeping spirit. They 
come in sorrow's sackcloth, who receive Christ's justifying 
robe. 

Do you boast, that Christ is your feast ? Where is your 
unleavened bread? Sin loved, sin cherished, sin retained, 
turns heaven's food into hell's poison. A searching eye comes 
in to see the guests. Leaven in their hands, leaven in their 
mouths, leaven in their hearts, is a fatal mark. They must 
go away to the ceU of hypocrites. 

It must be eaten in the attitude of hasto, and with equip- 
ment for departure, v. 11. The loins must be girded. The 
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feet must be shod. The hands must hold the staff. Here is 
the believer waiting for his summons, with wings expanded 
towards his far-off home. Earth's ties are all severed. An- 
chors are weighed. The eye is strained for the signal, **Come 
up hither." Beader, are you thus ready ? It is miserable to 
have ought to do, when doing-time is past. He is a foolish 
servant, who has to seek the key, when his Lord knocks. He 
is a poor advocate, who has to find a plea, when he is called 
to plead. When death comes, have nothing to do, but just 
to die. 

Believer, may you hear, in these poor lines, the Spirit 
calling you to this Gospel feast. It is His voice, "Christ our 
Passover is sacrificed for us : therefore let us keep the feast ; 
not with the old leaven, neither with the leaven of malice and 
wickedness : but with the unleavened bread of sincerity and 
truth." 1 Cor. v. 7, 8. I deeply feel, that without His 
light, His grace. His power, we cannot see, or know, or love, 
or serve, or glorify our Lord. But may He vouchsafe to open 
oar eyes, that we may behold the rich plenteousness of our 
paschal-board ! May He show us the glories of Jesus, as the 
Lamb slain ! May He enable us to receive Him as our All! 
May He fiU our hearts with the longing prayer, ** Come Lord 
Jesus, oome quickly." 



EEDEMPTION. 



*' AH the firaUhom of man among thy children ahalt thou redeem," 
£x. ziu. 13. 

If there be a theme^ which claims incessant thought, it is 
Eedemption. Job's sweetest word is, " I know that my Re- 
deemer liveth." Job. xix. 25, Heaven is a pyramid of 
redeemed souls. The melody of eternal harps is, ** Thou wast 
slain, and hast redeemed us to God by Thy blood." Eev. v. 9. 

Eeader, study, then, I pray you, Eedemption more and 
more. Explore its need, its plan, its worth, its end. Without 
this knowledge, your soul is dark, — ^your heart is cold, — faith 
has no sure resting-place, — ^hope has no anchor, — love has no 
kindling flame, — service has no constraining motive. Except 
this stream flow in a deep channel, the Bible is the mocking 
course of a summer brook. 

It is the Spirit's will, that we should clearly see, and tightly 
grasp this subject. He announces it in plainest terms. He 
embodies it in distinct images. He paints it in vivid types. 
He predicts it in prophetic song. He exhibits it in holy rites. 
Thus in the earliest pages of Israel's story an ordinance stands 
forward, which surely is designed to cast a flood of revealing 
zays on the main features of redeeming work. 

The first-fruits of man's race throughout Egypt's empire 
are cut down by one fell swoop. But in the blood-marked 
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dwellings no parent weeps, no offspring bleeds. A seed is 
spared. But He, who spares it, claims it as His own. The 
Lord speaks unto Moses, saying, " Sanctify nnto me all the 
first-bom.*' Ex. xiii. 2. They are doubly His. He created. 
He preserved. 

But tender mercy here finds an opening to show a smiling 
face. Bansom is decreed. If a fit sum, according to the 
balance of the sanctuary, be paid, the claim shall be remitted, 
the forfeited progeny shall be free. Num. iii. 47. 

Such is the rite. It has especial value, because it gives a 
clue to the grand lesson of the Gospel-school. We here are 
taught the meaning of Redemption. It is recovery on account 
of payment made. A Redeemer receives again, only because 
He fills the scales with satisfying sums. 

Reader, now lift aloft this torch. It helps you to discern 
the realities and immensities of the Redemption, which is 
effected by the Lord. Sinners are the lost property. Souls 
are the captive heritage. Christ regains them by the price of 
His most precious blood. Ponder the breadth and length of 
this great fact. Mark the vile thraldom, into which sin 
brought our race. It spoiled us all of spiritual liberty. It 
dragged us into the lowest cell of a dark prison-house. It 
placed Satan as the stem jailer of a guilt-enfettered world. 
From the day, in which Adam touched the forbidden fruit, 
each child is bom a captive, because he is bom in sin. Ex- 
ternal circumstance may differ. But it changes not internal 
state. The high, the low, the rich, the poor, lie in one base 
level of sin-grasped, sin-sold misery. The whole family 
breathe their first breath, as common slaves in common slavery. 

Not only spiritual liberty is lost, but spiritual life is slain. 
Ko slave of sin is conscious of the abject state. There is no 
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Can He love, and not seek their rescue ? Can He live, 
if they die? Can He rejoice, if they wail? Can He 
reign, if they perish ? Can He shine in glory, if they glare 
inheU? 

It cannot be. They are His property by His Father's gift. 
They are the fulness of His mystic body. He must redeem 
them. But how ? Suppose Him suppliant at the dungeon- 
gate. Can He by word of strong entreaty gain their freedom ? 
No. Holy attributes of God forbid. A book appears against 
them, written throughout with countless charges, and ex- 
hibiting countless debts. Each debt is a roll of infinite extent. 
Can He pay all ? He knows, that in the boundlessness of His 
Deity, He has strength to endure the penalty, and resources 
to wipe out the debt. Will He hesitate ? Oh no ! love con- 
strains Him — pity moves Him — mercy urges Him — the eternal 
covenant compels Him. To the extent of infinity He will 
suffer, if only by the infinity of His sufferings His people can 
be free. So He takes Eedemption into His hands. 

And will He verily accomplish it ? my soul, draw near 
and see. In the fulness of time. He comes flying on the wings 
of redeeming grace — striding in the might of redeeming 
power — clad in the armour of redeeming prowess — wearing 
on His brow Redemption's helmet — bearing in His hands Re- 
demption's price. 

Proceed with Him to the work. Enter with Him into the 
garden. Tuke your station beside His crqps. He presents 
Himself to redeem. He draws near to endure His people's 
pains — to pay their wretched owings. The penalty of each 
sin is everlasting curse. Mast this descend upon the sinless 
Sm-ety ? It must. It does. Holy wrath cannot spare. Holy 
Truth cannot unsay its word. The sinner's soul must die. All 
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the agonies of never-ending dying must be borne. Jesus sus- 
tains, until Justice can inflict no more. 

So, too, each debt is fully cancelled. The scales of heaven 
are brought forth. In the one there is the weight of iniquities, 
which would weigh world* upon worlds into the lowest dust. 
Into the other Jesus casts His blood as counter-payment. The 
value inflnitely exceeds. Justice exclaims, lielease those souls, 
they have paid to the last mite. Jehovah issues His mighty 
mandate concerning each, " Deliver him from going down to 
the pit, I have found a ransom." Job xxxiii. 24. What now 
can Satan do ? His* rage, his malice, and his hate, are im- 
potent to harm. The blood has satisfied all claims. The death 
has slain all foes. The cross has silenced each accusing voice. 
The portals can no more be barred. The chains are shivered. 
The prisoners are free. The redeemed are redeemed. 

Who nq,w presents a charge ? Who now can urge a claim ? 
Christ's death is super-abounding Redemption-price, my 
soul, live reading those letters of love, which brightly shine 
around the cross. It is written, " In whom we have Redemp- 
tion through His blood, the forgiveness of sins, according to 
the riches of His grace." Eph. i. 7. 

Believer, you are purchased, by this inestimable price. — 
Know, then, what blessedness is yours. You are for ever free 
from all hell> misery. Multitudes must reap the harvest, which 
sin sows, in anguish never-ending. But avenging wrath 
cannot touch you. The gnawing worm cannot prey on you. 
The Redeemer has ransomed you. Rejoice, and give Him 
praise. 

The wicked will soon be bound, body and soul, in bundles 
for the endless burning. Oh ! the woe to be for ever linked 
^\ ilH foul fiends — to be for ever hearing from their parched 
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Hps the execrating wail of hatred and despair. But you are 
safe. The Eedeemer has ransomed you. B^joice, and give 
Him praise. 

How many pass their pilgrim-days in the "vile service of this 
world's prince ! He drives them at His will to every godless 
word and work. They drink the gall of disappointment, 
vexation, discontent, and terrible foreboding. But He, who 
redeemed your life from destruction, crowns you with loving- 
kindness and tender mercies. You have peace, which passes 
all understanding — joys, which are the earnest of Paradise — • 
and hope, which enters now within the veil of heaven. Ee- 
joice, and give Him praise. 

Many ti*emble at the approach of death They know, that it 
will snap the thread of earthly being, and plunge them into 
agony's abyss. They hate life, because it ends in dying. They 
hate dying, because it ends their hopeless hopes. But death's 
features have no frown for you. It comes, as a welcome friend, 
to open the cage-door of the flesh, that the rejoicing spirit 
may fly swift to the Eedeemer* s breast. 

The slaves of Satan drea'd the grave. They are conscious, 
that it cannot detain the body long. Their dust must live 
again. The tabernacle, in which they sinned, must be the 
tabernacle, in which they receive sin's wages. But your ears 
of faith have heard the Conqueror's shout, ** I will ransom 
them from the power of the grave. I will redeem them from 
death." Hos. xiii. 14. You know, that the Archangel's 
voice will soon awake the slumbering clay, and then it will 
put on the glorious robes of immortality, and shine forth in 
beauty, bright as His beauty, and in perfections fitted for the 
Eternal's throne. 

Believer, h©U only can draw up the murky veil, and fully 
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sliow the miseries, from which you are snatched by Christ. 
The resurrection mom, the nightless day alone can manifest 
your blood-bought blessing. 

But hark ! the Spirit speaks a word of wholesome warning. 
Redeemed ones are no more their own. "Ye are bought 
with a price : therefore glorify God in your body, and in your 
spirit, which are God's." 1 Cor. vi. 20. Your time is re- 
; deemed : use it as a consecrated talent in His cause. Your 
/.minds are redeemed; employ them to learn His truth, and to 
meditate on His ways. Thus make them armouries of holy 
weapons. Your eyes are redeemed; let them not look on 
vanity ; close them on all sights, and books of folly. Your 
feet are redeemed ; let them trample on the world, and climb 
the upward hiU of Zion, and bear you onward in the march of 
Christian zeal. Your tongues are redeemed ; let them only 
sound His praise, and testify of His love, and call sinners to 
His cross. Your hearts are redeemed; let them love Him 
wholly, and have no seat for rivals. A redeemed flock should 
live in Redemption's pastures. The Redeemer's freedmen 
should evidence, that they are called to holy liberty, and that 
their holy liberty is holy service. The chain of sin is broken. 
The chain of love now holds them. 



THE PILLAE. 



«• 



The Lord went before ihfm by day in a pillar of a cloud to lead them 
the toay ; and by night in a pillar ofjire, to give them light ; to go 
by day and nighC* Ex. xiii. 21. 



The children of Israel are about to tread an unknown path. 
A desert is before them, wide, and waste, and trackless. They 
have no chart to pilot. There are no friendly lips to counsel 
or to warn. They must proceed, and yet they fear to stir. 

This is a common need. Perhaps you, who read, discern 
your very case. You have left Egypt. The hated bonds are 
burst. But Canaan's rest is far away. An intervening wil- 
derness extends. Hence the sigh rises in your breast. Oh ! 
that some guide were near ! How can the distant end be 
safely reached } 

Israel's story gives the glad reply. Were they allowed to 
wander without beckoning succour } Oh ! no. Whose hand, 
then, waved them forward ? Did the Lord send some natives 
of the waste to teach where paths were safe ? No. Did He 
inspire their ruler's mind with instinct of the untrodden land ? 
No. He comes Himself. He stoops to take the office of their 
guide. 

But by what method is His directing aid made clear ? A 
visible form, which every eye might see, reveals the wondrous 
guide. A pillar descends, and rests upon the camp. When 
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the day shines, it is a cloudy column. When darkness comeiSi 
its mass is fire. Its presence never is withdrawn. It moyes, 
a signal for advance. It rests, to bid them pause. Such is 
the safeguard of the desert-march. 

Do you now ask, what is the Gospel of this sign ? The 
tjrpe distinctly shows, that no believer ever moves unled. The 
prophet proves this, when he selects this emblem to portray 
Christ's care, — " The Lord will create upon every dwelling- 
place of Mount Zion, and upon her assemblies, a cloud and 
smoke by day, and the shining of a flaming fire by night." 
Is. iv. 5. The conclusion, then, is sound. The Pillar preaches 
Christ, — the preceding Shepherd of His flock. Faith gazes 
on it, and drinks in the comfort of an ever-leading, never- 
leaving God. 

Reader, come now, and seek some comfort for your pilgrim- 
days, from Israel's Pillar. 

Especial circumstances marked it. It was but one. In 
mid-day brightness, and in night's deep gloom, the substance 
was the same. Thus Christ is ever one. He, who was sha- 
dowed out in Eden : He, to whom Abel looked : He, who was 
Abraham's seed, and David's offspring, and the sweet theme 
of every prophet's harp : He, who was pierced on Calvary, 
and laid in the grave, is the same Jesus, who shall shoitly 
come again. "No sinner escapes death, but through one victim, 
one righteousness, one faith, one hope, one clinging to one 
cross, one cleaving to one Lord, one journeying in one blood- 
stained path. There is one only Saviour of all the saved — 
one only door of heaven — one only plea before the judgment- 
seat — one only ransom of a guilty soul. If Israel had turned 
to other guidance, they would have rushed to sure destruction. 

Eeoder, deluded men, with Cain-like pride, frame other 
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Biviours, and find Saviour none. Take heed. Look only to 
the one Christ of God, and of the Bible, and of the true church. 
He is not divided. Be not divided from Him. 

The Pillar ever rose in firm solidity. Cloudy masses bend 
quickly before a driving breath. The storm beats on them, 
and they vanish. But this Pillar mocked the lash of hurri- 
canes, and watery floods. Amidst the roar of elements, it 
smiled unmoved, immovable. It was quiet, as a rock among 
unquiet waves. 

Thus no assaults can shake salvation's column. Satan has 
done his worst. Each weapon, which heU can point, has been 
hurled at Him. The might and craft of man have marshalled 
all their forces. But every shaft of shrewdness, ridiculiB, and 
wit : the strong man's strength : the great man's greatness : 
the prince's power, and all plotting wiles, have fallen baffled 
at His feet. Reader, you may act confidence in your Guide's 
strength. The heavens may crumble into dust. But He cannot 
be shaken. 

But the Pillar, in unchanging form, yet changed its aspect. 
In day its look was dark. In night it shone in brilliant blaze. 
It put on the fittest garb to gain observance. Here is the 
tender grace of Jesus. Mark His unwearied efforts to draw 
minds towards Himself. It is with this design, that every 
Bible-page proclaims some feature of His saving truth. Por 
this, heaven-bom, heaven-taught, heaven-sent heralds in pul- 
pits, and by dying-beds, in public teaching, and in private 
converse, call and beseech men to behold Him, as the only 
way of life. What more can Jesus do to cause His mercy to 
be fully seen ? Header, if your eyes turn elsewhere, the blame 
is not with the conspicuous Pillar. 

When night's mantle wrapt the earth, the Pillar clad itself 
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in robes of fire. It shone, that all might see. It shone, that 
all in seeing might rejoice. Such is the love of Jesus. When 
is His presence most clear, most cheering? Surely in the 
dark hour of need. When gloom oppresses, when mists of 
horror rise, when prospects blacken, when the beclouded eye 
discerns no safety and no peace in earth, then Jesu*s smile 
gives light. Unwonted glories then illumine the road. 

The Pillar had an upraised arm. Its ascending spire di- 
rected to the skies. So Jesus calls us to an upward flight. 
How solemnly He warns to rise above the mire and filth of a 
Boul-murdering world ! How faithfully He tells, that all its 
baits are poison, its touch pollution, and its wages death ! 
How tenderly He cries, Come unto Me, and leave such vanities 
below : — lean on My arm, and climb the hill of peace : — 
mount by Mj side, aud I will bring you to a reconciled 
Father's throne, and the high mansions of your God! Thus Jesus 
points. Header, be wise. To look to Jesus is to soar to heaven. 

Such were its peculiar properties. But its main purpose 
was to lead. When it preceded, the willing host advanced. 
When it stood still, their camps were fixed. They were nol 
called to reason, or to ask, or doubt. All wish to go or tarry 
submitted to the ruling column. Their guide was God. His 
will was love. His way was knowledge. His end was safety^ 
Nothing was left for them, but to observe and follow. 

Shall twilight types outshine the Gospel sun ? It cannot 
be. The heirs of grace are cared for, as truly now as then. 
Their Leader is the same. Be it so, that Christ directs nol 
now by visible display of manifested presence. Be it so^ 
that the eye of nature sees not a moying or a halting mass. 
Bfill faith can trace an unseen hand, and the enlightened mind 
can read the warnings of a heavenly Lord. 
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Christ guides now by His word. The Book of books is 
always by our side. It is a present and a perfect chart. The 
upward path, the downward slopes, the hidden snares, the 
plains of safety, the meadows of repose, are all here pencilled 
with inspired skill. This is the blessed handbook of the blessed 
route. The humble pilgrim meekly prays, " Speak, Lord, for 
thy servant heareth." 1 Sam. iii. 9. The answer tarries not, 
"This is the way, walk ye in it." Is. xxx. 21. Is it not 
pledged, " When thou goest, it shall lead thee ; when thou 
sleepest it shall keep thee ; and when thou awakest, it shrill 
talk with thee ; for the commandment is a lamp and the law 
is light." Prov. vi. 22, 23. The believer's daily walk attests 
the truth. When perils have been near, and pitfalls have 
gaped, and by>ways have enticed the steps, a beacon from tne 
word has warned and saved. 

Header, would you reach Canaan ? Then cling to this ever- 
living guide. Search it day and night. Make it your chosen 
friend of every hour. Engraft it by prayer into the soul of 
every thought. Let it direct the helm of each desire. Think, 
as it thinks — speak, as it speaks — move, as it beckons — rest, 
afl it counsels. Your steps will then be safe and pure. For 
the light of Scripture is the light of life. It is Christ's hand, 
Christ's heart. What was Israel's Pillar to our open Bible's 
page? 

But Jesus multiplies His guiding help. He extends the 
superadded hand of Providence. He moves the ever-moving 
wheels of circumstances. No sparrow falls, no leaf decays, 
but in accordance with His ordering mind. He wills, and 
things occur. Chance is a figment of a dreaming pillow. It 
never was. It never can be. Thus to the child of God there 
U no tri£e or unimportant event. Momentous issues oftAiL 
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hang on rapid words— on sudden looks— on unintended steps. 
It is so ; because the Lord's direction plans and overrules life's 
every concern. Hear Eliezer's grateful witness, " I being in 
the way, the Lord led me to the house of my master's 
brethren." Gen. xxiv. 27. When Joseph's brethren thirsted 
for his blood, who caused the pit to hold no water ? Who 
brought tho'Ishmaelites to bear him into Egypt ? Who gave 
the sleepless night to Persia's King ? Esth. vi. 1. Who brought 
the aged Simeon, the pious Anna, at the fit moment, to the 
temple ? Luke ii. 25, 36. Who led Onesimus to hear Paul's 
saving words at Rome ? Philem. 10. 

But perhaps some mind may sometimes doubt, is this event 
the leading of my Lord ? There are sure rules. No opening 
is safe, which contradicts the word. Christ's voice abroad, at 
home, without, within, is always one. It calls to seek God's 
glory : to promote redemption's kingdom : to conquer self : 
to tread down sloth : to flee the world's applause and lusts : 
to lift the standard of the cross : and to march boldly in the 
path of righteousness. If the path leave these lines, avoid it. 
Christ leads not here. Some foe misleads. 

But Christ is a Pillar with more than skill to guide. There 
is a virtue in Him to open eyes, that they may see — to quicken 
feet, that they may follow — to tear reluctance from reluctant 
hearts. All this He mightily effects by His almighty Spirit. 
Without such light, the Bible-page is a dark chaos — and 
wheels of Providence an intricate confusion. Sin has benumbed 
right sense in souls. Sin has brought blindness on the inner 
man. But Jesus speaks. The Spirit heals. Sight is restored. 
A new creation lives : and new-bom powers perceive, and love, 
and tread the heavenly road. 

The Pillar, too, had power to screen. It is written, '' He 
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spread a cloud for a covering." Ps. cv. 39. The scorching 
rays of the sandy desert were thus warded from the journeying 
host. 

Eeader, I trust, that you well know the cool retreat, and 
sheltering covert, of a Saviour's wings. The pilgrim's day is 
often long and hot ; and darts of Satan bum with fiery sting. 
How soon the heart would faint — how soon the worn-out 
strength would fail, unless our Pillar cast a grateful shade. 
But it is true, " The sun shall not smite thee by day, nor the 
moon by night." Ps. cxxi. 6. 

The Pillar never failed. Provoking sins abounded. Un- 
grateful murmurs sent forth hateful sound. But still no wrath 
withdrew the guidance. It only vanished, when Jordan's 
stream was reached. 

Here is the boundless grace of Jesus. If hard iniquity could 
quench His love, who would not long ago have mourned His 
absence, and found life to be a starless night ? But no. He 
loves, and lovingly He guides, unto the end. The Pillar leaves 
not, until the full blaze of heaven breaks forth. Like Beth- 
lehem's star, it brings to the very place where Jesus is. The 
bjacon shines, until the haven be attained. Christ leads to 
where Christ reigns. 

Header, whom do you follow ? Think, Oh ! think, whom 
do you follow ? There are hell- ward leaders — not a few. There 
are downward ways, alas ! — too many. 



THE EED SEA. 



. " Thus the Lord saved Israel that day out of the hand of the Egyptian*, ' 
Ex. xiv. 30. 

Israel's infancy is in a cradle o^ miracles. The people strug- 
gle into being amid displays of more than human help. They 
prosper, and prevail, in the clear sunshine of God's interposing 
hand. He watches over them, and blesses them, not in the 
obscure cloak of providential arrangement, but in open mani- 
festations of His present care. 

These antient dealings are but a map of what God's children 
always find. Individual experience is a clear-toned echo to 
this sacred page. Many a lowly heart in many a lowly hut 
sees, by the Spirit's light, the features of its inner life, in the 
grand marvels of this God-led race. 

Reader, come then, encamp for a few moments by the waters 
of the Red Sea. We may discern Christ's glories there, as 
plainly as on the shore of Galilee. 

The host begins to march, only to find that it can march no 
further. The door of escape just opens to show escape re- 
ceding from their grasp. The joyful mom brings in a fearful 
night. The budding flower hangs withered in their hand. 

The moving pillar leads to destruction's jaws. The camp 
ia pitched. And what is the station ? In front the billows 
of the Red Sea break. Terrific barriers enclose each side. 
Here stands a wall of rocks, which human steps cannot sur- 
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mount. There frowning forts forbid approacli. But is there 
safety in the rear ? Oh ! no. The deadly foe, with deadly 
r jge, pursues. The entangled prey is folded in despair. Surely 
here is the hour when hope must die. To stir is a watery 
grave. To stir not is to fall by cruelty's sharp scythe. The 
waves, the sword, alike gape ready to devour. The lashing 
surge, the battle-cry, speak fast-approaching death. Earth 
never saw poor prisoners so tightly barred. 

Every child of God has some acquaintance with these straits. 
Through dreary years he may have slaved at bricks, beneath 
the yoke of hell's foul prince. At last he hears the Spirit*s 
call to peace and freedom. He quickly strives to burst the 
chains. A few delighted steps are made, and Canaan's rest 
seems near. But suddenly fresh terrors gather round. D.a 
memory of evil days spreads as an ocean in the path. Wave 
upon wave presents tremendous hindrance. Behind, the thun- 
ders of the law wax loud. The fierce sword of justice glitters. 
On the right, nature's corruptions tower to the skies, On the 
hfb, Satan's batteries bristle with near death. These are ap- 
palling times. They only can conceive the misery, who have 
drunk deep draughts of spiritual distress. But let no one 
despair, who knows the Saviour's voice, ** look unto Me, and 
be ye saved." Is. xlv. 22. 

Other defiles hem in the heaven- ward road. The sneers, 
the threats, the taunts, the false reports of persecuting men, 
form an impeding walL Joseph, and David, and Daniel, and 
other elders in the family of faith, were thus encircled. But 
let the prayer fly upwards, "Bring my soul out of prison, that 
I may praise Thy name." Ps. cxlii. 7. And the song will 
soon go forth. "He brought me forth also into a large place : 
He delivered me, because He delighted in me." Ps. xviii. 19. 
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Narrow resources oft draw narrow bounds. Cherith's brook 
dries up. The widow says, " I have but an handful of meal 
in a barrel, and a little oil in a cruise." 1 Kings xvii. 12. 
Penury obstructs the front. Increased demands cry pressinglv 
in the rear. But broken means break not the staff of hope. 
He, who lives on the bread of life, dies not for lack of earthly 
grain. The pensioner on heaven's gold will always have suffi- 
ciency of this world's dross. It is not pledged in vain, " All 
things are yours, — things present, and things to come.'* 
1 Cor. iii. 21. 

The sequel of this history proves all this. Look now to 
Israel's leader. He rides above this swell of trouble, in all 
the calmness of imshaken faith. Pirm trust in God is a bolt 
to keep out fear. It is a door to let in peace. The sea, the 
swords, the rocks, the forts, are seen by him without dismay. 
He knows, that all is well, when God precedes : — thai all is 
safe, when God protects : — that all is sure, when God gives 
promise. He had heard, "Certainly I will be with thee." 
Ex. iii. 12. The word ensures success. He had been taught, 
that the mighty Saviour, the incarnate God, should spring 
from Judah's line. The tree must live, which holds that seed. 
Towering on this rock, he commands, " Fear ye not, stand 
still and see the salvation of the Lord, which He will show to 
you to-day." Ex. xiv. 13. 

" Fear ye not." "What shall they fear, above whose head 
the Gospel-standard floats .^ Faith reads thereon, " If God be 
for us, who can be against us?" Eom. viii. 31. But use 
no fruitless eflforts. The waves are deep. The foes are 
strong. There is no help in self. " Stand still." Leave 
all to God. 

Header, here is the Gospel-warning. There is no self- 
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salvation. No power of man can save one soul from one sin's 
stain. Cease, then, the vain attempt. " Stand still.'' 

Here, too, are Gospel- tidings. " See the salvation of the 
Lord." Jesus alone has finished all. Alone He paid the 
penalty of sin. Alone He satisfied each claim of God. Alone 
He brought in everlasting Eighteousness. Alone He trod 
down every hindrance, which guilt and hell could raise. This 
work is gloriously accomplished. Receive it — and you live 
for ever. Turn from it to self-deliverance — and self delivers 
you to sin's deserts. 

The cheering word is added, "The Lord shall fight for you, 
and ye shall hold your peace." Ex. xiv. 14. Jesus is all 
might, all strength, all victory. All creatures, which are, 
which have been, which shall be, are less than the least dust 
before Him. Who can resist, when He uplifts His arm ? 

Believer, all this power is put forth to bo your shield and 
sword. The wrath of man, the malice of devils, can never 
slay a God-defended life. The tender Shepherd cries, My 
sheep " shall never perish." John x. 28. Stand, then, be- 
hind a fighting God, and you are high as heaven above all 
harm. Baise not the battle-cry, as if the charge was yours. 
Let all your breath be prayer and praise. 

And now the voice from heaven is heard. " Speak unto 
the children of Israel, that they go forward." Ex. xiv. 15. 
Here is a watchword for the Christian camp. Forward, on- 
ward, upward, heaven-ward, should be the daily and hourly 
shout. 

Believer, is your life this rapidly-progressing course ? Alas ! 
how many loiter. The closing year finds them no gainers in 
the holy race. Others, alas ! go back. They did run well. 
Where are they now ? They paused, they Hngered. Dangers 
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threatened. Ease allured. Pleastires seduced. They turned. 
And can they be restored ? "0 Lord God, Thou knowest." 

Believer, rally your energies. In all haste move forward, 
onward, upward, heaven- ward. Do overwhelming waves im- 
pede the way ? Heed them not, if God distinctly speaks. H« 
cannot lead you but in safety's path. 

Do you say, " Go forward*' contradicts "Stand still ?" It 
may seem so to reason's blinded sight. But faith finds har- 
mony, when grace gives light. "We take no step to expiate 
our sins, to pay our debts, to appease just wrath, or to pro- 
cure redemption. While we " Stand still," Jesus does all. 
We are saved by grace, through faith. Eph. ii. 8. It is the 
wx)rk of Jesus. It is the gift of God. But motion proves, 
that we have life. Efforts evince, that we have strength. 
"Works evidence, that we have faith. Fruit is the sign of 
healthy trees. Warmth is the token, that gratitude's bright 
flame glows warmly in the heart. Heaven is reached, not by 
toil, but in toil. Blessings descend, not for deeds, but oil 
deeds. Faith comes with empty hand. Christ fills it with sal- 
vation. The saved hand soon biings again the offerings of 
devoted love. Christ dies upon the altar of atonement. Our 
lives ascend, as incense to His praise. N'one go so surely 
forward to the throne, as they, who stand still at the saving 
cross. 

My soul, mark next the prelude to the final scene. " The 
angel of God, which went before the camp of Israel, removed 
and went behind them : and the pillar of the cloud went from 
before their face, and stood behind them. And it came between 
the camp of the Egyptians and the camp of Israel, and it waa 
a cloud and darkness to them, but it gave light by night to 
these." Ex. xiv. 19, 20. 
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Thus Jesus is a liigli wall of defence. He encompasses His 
blood-bought flock. They, who would injure His redeemed, 
must beat down his omnipotence. There is no passage for tho 
destroyer's sword, but through the fort of a protecting God. 

He has, however, a two-fold aspect. What floods of light 
flow from His smile to each believing heart! Others see 
nothing, but the dark frown of an avenging Judge. Like the 
pillar. He has two sides. " Come, ye blessed of My Father," 
shines on one. " Depart, ye cursed,'* is blackly lettered on 
the other. 

Moses now lifts his rod. This hand is flrst made leprous. 
Then it is used as a minister of miracles. God works by 
humbled means. He brings down. Then He exalts. Man is 
nothing. God is all. 

The unruly billows heed the commanding sign. Submissive 
they retire. They open wide a passage through their trackless 
depths. The watery particles cement into substantial walls. 
The ransomed go forward. Impossibilities flee before them. 
The God of creation wills deliverance, and all creation meekly 
lends its help. 

The children of Israel, obedient to the heavenly call, go on 
in faith> and reach the longed-for shore. The children of 
Egypt rush in presumptuously, without command. my soul, 
follow God fully, and stagger not. But never move, without 
the light of guidance from on high. Faith walks dry-shod. 
Presumption drowns. 

For a brief moment vengeance seems to pause. But in the 
morning- watch the Lord looked on them, and His look was 
trouble. Who can conceive the power of that eye ? It broke 
the heart of Peter. Luke xxii. 61, 62. It showed at once 
his sin and pardon. — It brought the trembling woman to her 
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knees. Luke viii. 47. It made her tongue tell nil. Beader, 
soon will it pierce each corner of your soul, "For every eye 
shall see Him." Think, will the glance of the returning 
Jesus seal your eternal bliss, or drive you lost into despaii^B 
abode ? 

The same instrument saves or destroys, as God commands. 
Thus the obedient waves flow back. "With resistless might, 
they sweep the ruined to a wretched end. " There remained 
not so much as one of them." Ex. xiv. 28. 

The Holy Spirit erects a column on the shore, and writes a 
worthy record. " Thus the Lord saved Israel that day, out 
of the hand of the Egyptians : and Israel saw the Egyptians 
dead upon the sea shore." my soul, read it in prayer, in 
wonder, and in praise. It tells the final glory of the Gospel :— 
the saved all saved : — the lost all lost. 

Yes, the Lord will surely save His people with an ever- 
lasting salvation. "No peril shall impede their triumph. No 
foe shall hinder. Trials and snares, afflictions and temptations 
shall make way. The grave shall not detain. Death shall 
yield up its prey. The true Israel shall reach the land of 
never-fading joy. "With palms in their hands, and crowns on 
their heads, they shall ascribe, in ceaseless songs, all victory 
to the cross of Jesus. 

In ruined Egypt mark the last doom of the ungodly world. 
Too late they see their madness. Too late they strive to flee. 
Header, take warning. Perdition is a truth, which many learn 
too late. 
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" When they came to Marah, they could not drink of the wa*en of Mardk 
for they were bitter ; therefore the name of it mu called Marah, And, 
the people murmured against Moses, saying, what shall we drink f 
And he cried unto the Lord, and the Lord shewed him a tree, whieht 
when he had cast into the waters, the waters were made sweet** "Ry, 
XY. 23, 24, 2^. 

Pebhaps joy's bright flame was never brighter, than in Israel's 
sons, when they moved onwards from the marvels of the sea. 
Slavery's chain was wholly broken. Their foes lay prostrate. 
The Lord was for them. The Lord was with them. What 
more could be desired ? 

Can it be, that a people thus guarded, and thus guided, shall 
find trouble ? Where the Lord precedes, can the path be other, 
than the sunny slope of imalloyed delight ? True it is, that 
heavenly leading is always a right way. But true it is, that 
the right way may be sharp with thorns, and rough with diffi- 
culties, and beset with Btx)rms. Paul's voyage was ordered, 
but he was sorely tossed, and hardly reached the shore. 

This truth is on the forefront of Israel's truth-teaching story. 
"They went three days in the wilderness, and found no water." 
£x. XV. 22. Here was a sudden check to hope's high tide. 
They then advanced to Marah. Water there flowed. It was, 
however, but a mocking stream. The taste was bitter, and 
they could not drink. 
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Reader, behold two stages in the Christian chart, A grievous 
need occurs. A grievous disappointment presses in its rear. 
But let not such things move you, nor excite surprise. Are 
you not called to be as a richly-laden tree ? Your every branch 
must bend with fruits of faith, and hope, and patience. But 
faith thrives most in trouble's soil. Hope's note is sweetest in 
the tempest's roar. Patience gains strength beneath the cross's 
weight. The diamond sparkles, because the file is rough. 
Trials are needful, or they would not be. Trials are needful, 
therefore they abound. They walk as sisters beside goodness 
and mercy. They attend the believer, as appointed guards to 
heaven's gate. "No saint sinks in these wholesome waves. But 
many a thoughtless soul sleeps fatally, because the downy 
pillow is not shaken. Learn, then, from Miirah, to expect 
some bitter draught. 

Next, Marah withdraws a veil, and we can trace the line 
between a graceless and a gracious heart. The host turns from 
God. Moses flees to Him. One looks to earth and frets. The 
other looks above and hopes. Believer, let me ask you, why 
is a throne of grace so near ? Why have you open access to 
it ? It is, that burdens may not crush you. It is, that fears 
may die as soon as bom : that doubts may wither as a blighted 
bud. Mercy and grace are always strewed in rich abundance 
round it. Eaith may take empty vessels and fill them, until 
they overflow. 

The case of Moses teaches this. He knocks. The door flies 
open. A ready ear hears. A ready hand supplies. The people's 
hard and thankless thoughts present no bar. A faithful ser- 
vant cries. A loving Father grants. "The Lord showed him 
a tree, which when he had cast into the waters, the waters 
were made sweet." 



Beadef, leam next, tliat it is the Lord's wisdom to give 
relief in the use of means. He, whose word called all things . 
oat of nothing, could in one moment have caused salubrious 
springs to bubble forth. But no. A remedy is announced. 
Paith must trust. Obedience must comply. Diligence must 
work. Effort must be up and doing. The poisoned Israelites 
must look to the uplifted pole. The leprous Naaman must wash 
in Jordan seven times. The perishing sinner must flee to the 
cracifled Jesus. The needy saint must hasten to the mercy- 
seat. Sloth's couch is at the gate of hell. Activities and 
energies scale heaven. Striving enters the strait gate. The 
girded loins receive the prize. 

Header, you are thus prepared to hear, that in following 
Jesus, your pilgrim-steps will often reach a bitter well. But 
murmur not. At every Marah, there is a tree, whose leaves 
drop sweetness, and whose taste is balm. But bear in mind, 
the eye of faith alone can see it : the hand of faith alone can 
tpuch it. 

Holy Spirit of the living God, we look to Thee. Increase 
our faith. Help us to discern, help us to apply the remedy, 
which grace provides. Shine on this lowly effort to commend 
the sweetness of the "plant of renown." May all, who read, 
experience its healing worth ! 

Let us now take the cases most familiar to each pilgrim's 
route. 

The bitterest Marah is bitterness of heart. Each heaven- 
bound traveller well knows this spot. The downcast Heman 
pitched his tent beside it. Ps. Ixxxviii. The prolific fountain, 
whence these waters spring, is an accusing memory. It causes 
all the past to live again. At its command a train of buried 
sins appear in frightful freshness. They seem young as tha. 
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deeds of yesterday, and hideous as the fiends of darkness. 
Each tells a tale, which cannot be denied. Each points to 
fiery death, as the wages of its work. Each shows an open 
prison-door. Each shakes the chain of ruin's cell. Well may 
the stricken conscience quake. A stern voice, too, is heard. 
Can he, who sinned these sins, have hope of life ? Hell's 
jailer sneers, You will be mine at last. Who can drink this 
wormwood and survive ? 

But sweet relief is near. Jesus, the tree of life, extends 
His bending branches to the anxious touch. Let the poor 
sinner boldly shake it. A shower of healing leaves falls thick. 
Each yields the honey of these honied tidings, "I, even I, am 
He, that blotteth out thy transgressions for mine own sake, 
and will not remember thy sins." Is. xliii. 25. "As far as 
the east is from the west, so far hath He removed our trans- 
gressions from us." Ps. ciii. 12. When such relief is inter- 
mixed, the hateful taste gives place. The virtue of a Saviour's 
death extracts all poison from the cup. 

Another Marah soon appears. The believer is tempted to 
seek refreshment from some inward source. Then nothing 
meets him, but a brackish pool. What is man's heart, but 
tl^e loathsome depths of the Dead Sea ? Adam's first sin 
defiled the fountain-head, and poisoned springs give nought 
but poisoned streams. Alas ! what ceaseless currents of cor- 
ruptions force their way ! Who has not cause to mourn with 
Paul, " When I would do good, evil is present with me ? " 
Bom. vii. 21. What raging passions, what unruly tempers, 
what vile desires, what godless thoughts, what vain conceits, 
pollute 'our cisterns, with their noxious fluid! The best of 
nature is a miry ditch. Is there no help ? There is, in the 
all-sweetening tree. Jesus presenti HiB cure. Welcome the 



hallowing Saviotir, and grace will distil from Him, to make 
each stagnant marsh a rivnlet of health. He can create a new 
hearty and renew a right spirit. He can sanctify wholly. He 
can preserve pore and blameless. He can work in us both to 
will and to do of His good pleasure. No Marah is so bitter, 
as the hearty when Christ is absent. No spring is so health- 
giving, as the heart, which Christ inhabits. 

There is another Marah in the world* s keen hate. Enmity 
still separates the seed of the serpent and the seed of Christ. 
The race of Ishmael still persecutes the child of promise. 
(JaL iv. 29. Motives are mistaken. "Words are distorted. 
Love for souls is reviled, as affectation of superior light. To 
warn of danger ceems to boast of self. Zeal for truth is termed 
a party-strife. To depart from evil is pharisaic pride. This 
draught is bitter to a tender spirit. But Christ can make it 
sweet. His arms of love especially embrace His suffering 
witnesses. The masic of His whispers drowns the harsh 
thunder of the hardest threats. Daniel wiU tell you, that his 
sweetest night was in the lion's den. The captive children 
never felt heaven nearer, than in the chamber of the flames. 
Paul never sang more joyously, than in the inner cell. View, 
too, the glorious martyrs of our blessed church. They clasped 
the stake. They revelled in the ffres. Jesus was with them. 
They drank of the bitterest brook. Bui there was no bitterness 
therein. 

Believer, perhaps you go heavily, because of some personal 
or domestic smart. Few are imused to this affliction's gloom. 
Is it your case, that night's are pain, and the returning light 
brings langour ? Does your frame totter as a reed ? Is sick- 
ness your consuming guest? This is your Marah. Bitter 
indeed it is to nature's palate. But I am bold to uplift Jesus, 
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as ready to make even this well all sweet. Failing strength 
is not a sign of failing interest in a Saviour's heart. Lazarus 
was loved. Yet Lazarus was sick. John xi. 1. Ffeeble inay 
be the cry. But feeble cries are strong to move our sympa- 
thising Head. His precious cordials will revive the drooping 
spiint. Can He be present, and joy not sit beside Him ? How 
many languid smiles attest, that hours of pain are earnests of 
the painless heaven. 

Perhaps poverty may touch youi* store with withering hand? 
You once were full ; you now are empty. This is your MaraL 
Who will denyj that the trial is most trying ? But experience 
in God*s word and ways will prove, that this cup may rutt 
over in abundance of content. There is no empty coffer to 
him, who sings, "The Lord is my Shepherd, I shall not want." 
Ps. xxiii. 1. Elijah had no bursting barns. But heaven-sent 
messengers supplied his earliest and his latest need. The 
f^nth, which finds all things in Christ, extracts all gall from 
penury. 

Do you sit in bereavement's solitude ? Is a much-loved 
form no longer seen ? Is a much-loved voice no longer heard ? 
This is your Marah* The cup is bitter. But Jesu's comforts 
blossom most, when earthly flowers die. He lives, and lives 
to heal your weeping wounds. Ask the mourning widow of 
Nain, who changed her sorrow into joy. Luke vii. 14. Ask 
the disconsolate sisters of Bethany, who dried their tears. The 
quick reply is — Jesus. Has He ceased to pity ? Can His 
tenderness grow hard ? It cannot be. His presence can do 
more, than fill each void. 

Header, there is another Marah. The brink of it is at vour 
feet. Another step may reach the stream of death. The 
Waters here sesm often to be very bitter. But Jesus has 



efficacy to make them sweet. Approach, then, leaning on His 
arm, trusting in His cross, hidden in His wounds, covered hy 
His righteousness, and you will find the taste to he all joy. 
The hittemess of death is sin unpardoned. But the blood 
which takes away all sin, takes out all poison. 

When you have passed this brook, all Marahs are behind 
you. But what is the flood, which now stretches onward and 
onward, without limit, without shore ? It is the heaven of 
God's pleasures. It is the ocean of God's glory. The redeemed 
drink for ever. And as they drink, the depth seems deeper — 
and the sweetness sweetens. 

Reader, are you a stranger to a Saviour's grace ? If so, your 
dwelling now is always at a Marah's side. Your daily well 
is the bitter water of vanity, vexation, sorrow, disappointment, 
discontent. Time bears you swiftly to the final stage. What 
then ? There is the cup of trembling and of wrath. Your 
hands must take it. Your mouth must drink. But you can 
never drain it. There is no last drop. Infinite vengeance ever 
fills it to the brim. Eternal wrath is ever bringing more. The 
merciless tormentor, with unwearied savageness, presents it to 
the lips. 

Header, think of the rich man and his uncooled tongue. 
Luke xvi. 24. Think of the redeemed. " The Lamb, which 
is in the midst of the throne shall feed them, and shall Ipad 
them unto living fountains of waters." Kev. vii. 17. 



THE HEALER. 



"Tarn the Lord, that healeth thee." Ex. xy. 26, 

These words first cheered the heart of Moses. But they are 
the common heritage of the Church of God. This day they 
reach our ears. May they hring healing on their wings ! 

Reader, in thought survey the porches of Bethesda's pool. 
John V. Can earth present a sight of deeper woe ? Malady 
makes every form its prey. Each sound is hurdened with a 
6uiFerer*8 groan. The heart is hard, which can repress the 
sigh, Oh ! that these pains might end ! But vain may he the 
wish. For human ailment often haffles human skill. It knows 
no certain cure. 

Are you prepared to see your own case in those cells? 
Transfer the sickness from hody to the soul, and then your 
couch is surely spread among these sufferers. Sin makes this 
world a world-large hospital It drives earth's millions into 
one Bethesda. 

Evader, do you sigh here, Oh ! that these deeper pains might 
end ! This speedily may he. There is one sure relief. Jesus 
stands near, a spiritual Healer, mighty to cause the blind to 
see, the deaf to hear, the lame to walk, the leprous to be 
clean, and every wound to close. No case exceeds His healing 
power 
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These lines are written, that sin-diseased sonls may now be 
led to drink at this truth's fount. 

Holy Spirit ! grant thine aid. Show, that the malady of 
sin abounds throughout man's tribes. Show, that all remedy 
much more abounds in Christ. 

The cure will be more prized, if first we mark the many 
features of our deep disease. Let us remove the mask, then, 
and behold the multiform malignity of this fiend — sin. 

Sin is an universal taint. No child of man ejcapes it. "We 
tread this earth diverse in clime, in station, in mental power, 
in mould of temper, and in frame of limb. But. all, who 
breathe life's breath, are spotted with tlus plague. Adam's 
foul fall infused the evil poison into nature's veins. Each 
parent sows this seed. No progeny is infection- free. Cain 
was conceived in sin. The latest babe must be corruption's 
heir. 

Reader, your cradle may have been wealth's down, or 
poverty's hard board. You may have intellect to command a 
wondering world's applause, or you may crawl unknown to an 
unknown grave. In these externals no two may be one. But 
all are one in oneness of distempered soul. Each mother's 
infant is transgression's child. 

Sin is an all-spoiling evil. It is a weed, which over-runs 
the garden. It stains all men, and every part in each. It 
enters to pervade. Its root is in the soul. Eden saw it 
planted there. But its fibres and its branches spread through 
each faculty of mind and body. See how it masters the whole 
inner frame. The heart first sickens. This becomes harder 
than the nether millstone : the nest of every unclean bird :— 
the den of lust's vile brood. The head soon grows distempered. 
Hence error and ignorance expel right judgment. The world 
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Is worshipped, as a rightful lord. Hell is derided as flOAe 
weak fahle. Bepentance is reserved for dying moments. The 
glorious word is scorned, as the hewildered page, in which the 
brain-sick and fanatic glean delusions. The eye is blind to 
lee the "chief among ten thousand, the altogether lovely." Iti 
distempered orb makes unrealities appear as real. The ear 
hears nought but discord in the Gospel-note. The palate has 
no relish of salubrious food. The lips, the mouth, the throat 
the tongue, are festered with contaminating sores. Alas ! how 
many words go forth to spread contagion, and to scatter death. 
Thus the disease runs wildly through the total man. 

Sin is the union of all spiritual maladies in one compacted 
mass. It is no single evil. It comes in troops, in flocks, in 
swarms. In our frames one member may be weak, the other 
strong. But in this hospital, all sufferings at once make every 
sufferer their prey. One ailment is all ailments. One part 
Infected leaves no part in health. 

Sin never yields to earth-bom cure. All trials have been 
tried. But failure is the end of each. Self has ransacked 
the stores of self. "Wounds have been washed with tears, 
and bound with bands of stricter life. The cup of penance 
and of rigid vow has oft been drunk with eager lip. But 
remedy is not in these. A feather stays not the fast-rushing 
stream. A little pruning kills not the branch. Oil will not 
quench a flame. 

Shall then the sin-sick fly to forms, and ceremonies, and hal- 
lowed rites ? Alas ! their anguish lies too deep for superficial 
cure. Uplifted hands and bended knees, and all the sacredness 
of sacred things, have in themselves no virtue to choke evil's 
fount. The love of holy service is a sign of health. But it 
cannot confer it. Bestored cripples leap, and walk, and praise, 
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as evidence of strength, but not to gain it. "No human medicines 
give soul-health. 

Sin's end is endless death* Its course is snre« The falling 
stone rolls downward to the lowest depths. The stream flows 
on, until the ocean's bed is reached. Thus sin's strong bias 
rushes to the pit of hell. Oh ! mark those writhing sufferers 
in the burning lake* Ask them, what brought them to their 
woe ? One wild shriek answers, Sin — Sin uncured, unchecked. 
Ah ! sinner, your inward malady seems little now.— What 
will it prove hereafter ? Its present touch gives little smart, 
but it has iron arms. The embrace seems gentle now. But it 
will tighten into ever-tightening torture. 

This sketch is dark. The reality is darker far. But why 
are these black colours laid ? The purport is, to form a back 
ground for the Scripture-light. The malady's malignity is 
drawn to show, that one Physician only can avail. 

Look now toward the chambers of the Gospel-east. The 
horizon gleams with rays. The Sun of Eighteousness appears ; 
and there is "healing in his wings." Amid Bethesda's crowded 
seats, the blessed Jesus stood, omnipotent to heal. Amid the 
soul-sick. He as surely stands with like omnipotence. He 
comes, and His voice is, "I am the Lord that healeth thee.'* 
Behold His outstretched hands. They bear a perfect remedy. 
He takes away sin's poison ; and it cannot kill. He soothes 
its wounds ; and they can no more pain. He cuts its roots ; 
and they can no more spread. 

Come, hear these tidings from His Word of Truth. 

Your first complaint is, that your sickness is the seed of 
everlasting death. True. It is dragging you with rapid force 
towards a gaping grave. But Jesus takes your sins and nails 
them to His cross. Then in His death they die. Then in 
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His wounds they disappear. He washes them with His hearfg 
blood. He bathes them in this precious stream. And never, 
never are they found again. Thus condemnation is for ever 
gone. Is not that sickness healed, which has no power to 
harm ? Thus Jesus is sin's Healer. He brings in pardon. 
Pardon changes malady to health, because it changes death to 
life. Believer, you are thus relieved. Let your song ever be, 
He forgiveth all mine iniquities — and so He heals all my 
diseases. Ps. ciii. 3. 

But you still sigh, though future punishment is gone, yet 
present pain still gnaws. The scar may smart, which is not 
unto death. You are a guilt-touched wretch. And sense of 
guilt is an unceasing ache. Truly these tears are bitter. But 
in Jesus there is solace for these pangs. "No ease can come, 
but by the Spirit's hand. He only takes it from the Saviour's 
blood. But He brings soothing virtue thence, and lulls the 
accusing conscience into rest. He can present, as an assuaging 
cup, the tender promise, " I will forgive their iniquity, and I 
will remember their sin no more." Jer. xxxi. 34. He can 
apply the calming argument, wherefore should memory dwell 
sobbingly on what God casts behind his back for ever ? He 
can teach, that a head crowned with pardon's crown should 
not hang down. Thus Jesus fulfils the word. He gives " unto 
them beauty for ashes, the oil of joy for mourning." Is. 
bd. 3. 

Thus sin is cured, because its pain is soothed. Believer, 
will you not confess. He "is sent to heal the broken-hearted?" 

But you may add, that more is needed to repair full health. 
You mourn, that the vile roots lie deep within. "No child of 
God is unconscious of the lurking evil. "While the flesh is 
flesh, it is the hot-bed of corruption. But Jesus can subdue 
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the plague. By sanctifying grace He can create a clean heart 
and renew a right spirit. He can implant a counteracting 
principle of godly love. He can give strength to fight the good 
fight of faith — to run with patience in pure paths — and to find 
no delight, hut in God's will. my soul, cling then to the 
cross. In its atmosphere evil withers, and saintliness grows 
firm. 

Thus Jesus cures all sin. It can no more condemn, nor vex, 
nor rule. They walk in healthy peace with God — in healthy 
peace within — in healthy paths of holy life, whose hearts have 
heard, '' I am the Lord, that healeth thee." 

Perhaps you still fear, lest the extreme malignity of your 
case should haffle all this skill. It would he so, except the 
Healer were Jehovah-Jesus. But mark. His title shivers all 
such doubts. He cries " I am the Lord that healeth thee." 
Almightiness is the property of this arm. He wiUs, and it is 
done. He works, and none can let. If all the maladies of 
all the sufferers in earth and hell formed one huge sickness 
centring on your soul, let Christ the Lord but speak, and 
perfect is your cure. 

Are you disquieted, lest long lying on sin's couch should 
bar against you every door of hope ? Consider well the Healer. 
At Bethesda's pool he singles out the wretchedness of him, 
who "had been now a long time in that case." Extremity of 
misery was a melting plea. His heart is still the same. Take 
courage. If, from the day of Adam's fall, your malady had 
rolled onward as a swelling stream, His tender love could turn 
it all to health. 

Does conscience groan beneath the load of signal provoca- 
tions ? You may have turned from many a gracious call. This 
very case is met by mercy's sweet voice. Bead your sure 
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welcome in the page of life. " He went on frowardly in the 
way of his heart. I have seen his ways, and wiU heal him.'' 
Is. Ivii. 17, 18. 

Yoti reply, that the hand of faith alone can take the remedy. 
But your faith so trembles, that it scarcely lives. Behold the 
timid woman of the Gospel. With down-cast eye, with tottering 
step, she comes, and instantly the touch was life. Do but the 
same : and you will hear, " Thy faith hath made thee whole, 
go in peace.*' Mark v. 34. 

Shall all thi? earnest pleading fail ? It only remains, then, 
io pray again, that the all-conquering Spirit would make you 
willing to be among the Healer* s healed. Oh ! look to Jesu's 
cross. It was ordained of old. It was erected on Calvary. It 
is uplifted in the Gospel. It is magnified in every faithful 
pulpit. But wherefore ? Surely that miseries may end : and 
spiritual diseases may be cured. On it the Heavenly Healer 
dies Himself, that His death may be the death of sin. On it 
He bleeds, that His blood may drop soundness. On it He 
Buflfers wounds, that the wounded may be whole. On it He 
gives His body to most painful pains, that ease may be His 
people's portion. On it He lays down His life, that they may 
have life. And now He cries. Come, without money, without 
price. Come, leave your sickness, and return with health. 

"Will you not join the blessed company, who sing in renewed 
strength, "With His stripes we are healed?" Is. liii. 5. 
Will you not enter the land, in which no inhabitant mourns, 
" I am sick : the people, that dwell therein shall be forgiven 
their iniquity?" Is. xxxiii. 24. 



MANNA/ 



*«/< %8 Manna.** Ex. xri. 15. . y. 

PooB was pravided for the chosen tribes, unseen before by 
koman eye, untouched before by human hand. *' They wist 
not what it was." Ex. xvi. 15. 

Header, when here the lianna is presented to your yiew^ I 
hope it comes as a familiar thought. It is faith's wont to lay 
it 1^ in memory's ark, as the rich emblem of Salvation's feast. 

Manna has many tongues. But its first sound proclaims, 
that God is grace. Mark the occasion of these showers of 
bread. Hunger pressed sore upon the journeying host, and 
pressed Tile murmurs from their fretful hearts. The deep-» 
toned mutters reached the courts on high. Will the swift 
lightning check rebellious madness ? Oh ! no. The Lord is 
pitifu]« and delights in love. He opens heaven to pour down 
supplies. The supply is a miracle. The miracle is a wreathf 
of combined wonders. Each wonder is a rich display of Jesus : 
and teaches now, as clearly as it fed of old. Thus God puts 
on a diadem of grace, and crowns the thankless with most 
tender mercies. i 

But goodness in bestowing food is taper-grace beside the 
ahinings of redemption's^gift. They, who would see grace in 
its zenith, must trace it in the Gk)spel-scheme. When the 
whole fBonily of man^ in Adam's loins, stood before God^ lost^ 
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rdined, and undone— one leprous mass of misery and rin— 
shameless, — ^tearless, — ^prajerless, — ^mercy took np fhe song, 
and promised, that a Sayionr shonld descend, even an incar- 
nate God. Beader, your heart is rock indeed, if you hear this, 
and give no praises to Jehoyah's grace. 

It was all dark around, when this soft shower reached our 
earth. We read, " When the dew fell upon the camp in the 
night, the Manna fell upon it.'' Num. zi. 9. So spiritual 
blindness was the world's thick shroud, when Jesus came, 
distilling Uessing from His wings. So when His gentle 
droppings first touch the sinner's heart, He finds it a black 
mass of midnight gloom. 

When morning came, the dew dissolved, and left the Manna 
obvious to the sight. Thus for a while Jesus lies hid in the 
word, and ordinances, and Gospel-rites, which fall in thick and 
sparkling abundance around our homes. It is not until the 
Sun of Kighteousness arise, that the real treasure is discerned. 
Then unsubstantial privileges fade off, and Christ remains the 
whole of soul-support. Eeader, the dew was a fit mantle for 
this heaven-sent fi)od. But it has neither taste nor vital juice. 
Just so the means of grace are lovely caskets of the heavenly 
treasure. But he, who would have life, must pass beyond 
them to the Lord Himself. 

The Manna was small, and round, and white, and sweet. 
Each property tells much of Jesu's worth into the ear of faith. 

It was small. It lay a little seed upon the bare earth. Pride 
TV'ould take up a ready-sneer. Can this mean mite proceed fh>m 
heaven's store ? 

Jesus appears. No royal state surrounds. No royal home 
receives. No royal retinue attends. la lowly guise. He seems 
fhe lowliest of lowly men. His highest station tipon ^atfh 



k in hnnuKi/s deep yale. Bat meekness is His Majesty. 
AbasemeBt is His Gloiy. BeUever, fie puts on your fleshy 
that He jnay dothe you in His brightest glory. He sinks to 
nothingness, to e^ialt yon above all grealaiess. He lives and 
dies in shame, contempt, and pain, that you may reign in all 
the honours of the highest heayens. Tour blessings budfiffth 
finnn His mean estate. 

It was round. The hand, which handled, found no first and 
no last point. It was a surface without beginning, without end. 
Behold the wondrous Jesus. Who can ascend to the spring- 
head of His birth ? Who can stretch forward to the boimdaiy 
fii His life? Who can discern a limit in the drdes upon 
circles of His being? Iiook through the ages <^ eternity 
past. I]^ all Ha lives unchanged, unchangeable. Look 
thxoughtheagesof eternity to come. He still lives unchanged, 
unchangeablejt Believer, is not thia thought an ocean of de- 
light, wide as your Saviour's breadth and length? He never 
was, but with yoipr image on His heart And while He lives, 
your image will be there. 

It waa white. It covered the mire of earth, a bright con- 

jtraat to surroimding stains. Its spotless hue proved its descent 

to be from a pure home. Turn now to Jesus. His every look, 

and word, and step are dazzling, as the holiness of heaven.— 

^ He was the Bighteousness of Gk>d embodied in the flesh of 

, n^an. He trod this earth, perfbct as God is perfect He ever 

, flhone untainted, as the sonbeam from the mid-day orb. It 

: ooold not be otherwise. Deity forbad. Impossibility of sin 

I IB Jehovah's essence. It must be so. Bedemption needed it. 

,Hie^ who would save a soul from sin, must give the offering of j^ 

a sinless soul. Beader, would you be blameleBS before God ? 

' Put on Christ Jesofl. 
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It was Bweei The palate tasted, and deliglited in the 
luscious savour. It nourished, and the nourishment brought 
pleasure to the lips. This is the Saviour's emblem. He if 
all sweetness to the feasting soul. Is it not heaven's own 
luxury to feed upon divine assurances, that all sins are fiillj 
and for ever pardoned : — all guilt fuUy and for ever caQoeUed : 
all debts fully and for ever paid : — all pledges of glory &ith- 
fully and for ever pledged ? Is it not sweet to gaze with open 
eye on a reconciled Father's smile : — ^to receive unmeasured 
comfort, instruction, strength, and guidance fLX>m the in- 
dwelling Spirit : — to realise, that ministering angels encamp 
around : — that good men love us — evil men serve us — and all 
things present and to come are our sure heritage ? Jesus is 
this sweet Manna. Is it not sweet to be regaled aU day at 
such a bunquet : to repose all night on such a pillow : to walk 
through life in such green pastures ? This is the believer'i 
Manna. "Worldling, is your repast thus sweet ? 

Each day the host was busy in the field. The constant food 
fell thick : the constant hand collected. my soul, let 
gathering be your daily work. Time is prolonged, that you 
may thrive. And what is thriving, but to gain more truth ? 
The worldling toils a live-long toil in gleaning husks. Can 
you sit still, when Christ is to be won ? Believe me, that is 
your richest day, which hives the most of Him. Your best, 
without Him, is an empty blank. 

They went forth early. Light's first beams lighted them to 
their happy task. Here mark, how morning diligence succeeds. 
It is the truest wisdom, the surest peace, the largest profit, 
when opening day finds you with open heart before the mercy- 
seat, with open lip adoring God, with open Bible seeking the 
Lord. The arrow long retains the first direction of the im- 



pelling liand. The yessel rarely loses the saTcnir of its first 
contents. The day-break blessing is a day-long gain. Let 
Jesos draw back your morning-curtain, and He will sanctify 
ihe mid-day labour, and lull you to the nighf s repose. 

Perhaps some youthful eye is resting on thiB page. Beloyed, 
turn not from a wise entreaty. Give to the Lord the first fruits 
of your being. He is worthy, for He is all worthiness. He 
ealls you with especial grace. ''Those that seek me early, shall 
find me." Proy. viii. 17. And finding Him, you find an 
ever-blessing portion. Apart from Him, you must be lost. In 
Him, you shall be saved. All is a wilderness of woe without 
Him. AU is a Paradise of joy beside Him. If angels sing 
with sweeter song, methinks it must be round a Christian 
youth. Come then betimes. Come now. None ever came too 
soon. Many, alas ! have sought too late. 

For every hand there was exact sufficiency. ''He, that 
gathered much, had nothing over ; and He that gathered little, 
had no lack." £z. xvi. 18. Infinite^are each )K)or sinner's 
sins; and each has infiniie demerit. Boundless is the un- 
^righteousness of every soul : boundless the covering, which is 
needed. Countless are the wants, which cry for countless 
helps. But he, who lives bathing in a Saviour's blood, and 
^ suing out a Saviour's righteousness, and wrestling for a Sa- 
viour's grace, will never say, that the blood, the righteousness, 
the grace, exceed his daily need. He gets enough, but he has 
nought to spare. He, too, who fiees at last, and only touches 
with a trembling hand the extremest edge of Jesu's robe ; if 
it be but the touch of heaven-bom faith, receives fiiU pardon 
imid eternal life. A crumb of Jesu's merits is the saving of 
the soul for ever. 

The- daily food was only for the day. To koaxd. '^^l^^l^ 
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^istrurt the daHf-giving hftnd. A tMm booaone wempHimf toi 
)>e buried out of agbt. 

So, too^ in grace, the present handftil is A>rpveBent we. The 
morrow's dearth will hare the morrow's shower. Awaj with 
chilly ibars. The Manna oame as anrely as the light— and 
Jesus never fails to poor His plenties down* Trade, then, 
with the present stock. The worst of oases is the ease of 
^race aiisused. The buried talent ories with oondemnii^ voiee. 
Christ not diffused, is Christ misused. Treasure is not enjoyed, 
till it be wtell employed. He is most rich, who most eenriehe^ 
others. 

Tor every state and age the Manna was but one* One is 
the dreadful plague. One is the precious cure. The highest 
palace, and the humblest cot, the lettered hall, and tiie uur 
lettered cabin, the aged bed, the cradle of the young, alike are 
tainted with one leprous spot. One only remedy meets the 
one malady-— the remedy of the life and death of Christ. 

The Manna came not through man's toiL But still it came 
not to encourage sloth. Active art must grind and sweeten 
ibr the use. Vain is it, that Christ with aU salvation is at the 
door : vain is the Bible^t(M:e : vain is the pulpit-food, exc^ 
the eager soul gird up the loins (^ eager doing. Faith labours 
aU the day to draw out sweetness from the Gospel-page. Ifitk 
skilful care it sifts each word. With anxious appetite it suckl 
the sweet. 

The Manna preaches, too, with wisdom's voice. It ciieib 
Keep holy the Sabbath-day. It comes from heaven, therefoitq^ 
it proclaims Qod's law. It comes to be a blessing, tiierefore 
it points to obedience, as the path. When will man's blind- 
jiess learn, that there is no profit, and no peace, but in tiie 
wi^ys and will of Ood? Who ever ^gained in iUbbath^^bops^ 



or by a Sabbath-spade ? The seed of Sabbaili-work springs 
up a harvest of Bonl-piercing woe. Israel's rest was neyer 
Israel's loss. 

This food sQstaiJied the bod j for a little idula. Bat it was 
weak to blant the shafts of death. In the wilderness they ate 
and died. But Christ gives endless life to each partaking sonL 
Header, drink in the tidings, '' I am the living bread, whioh 
came down from heaven : if any man eat of this bread, he 
shall live for ever : and the bread, that I will give, is My 
flesh, which I will give for the life of the world." John 
vL 51. 

Lord, increase my fSaith! Help me to see in Thy body 
broken, aU that I need for strength, for vigour, and for joy of 
heart. The more we crave, the more we get. The more wd 
get, the more we crave. 

The Manna lasted through the desert-march. Thus Jesus is 
supply for aU life's weary way. And when time's crumbs aie 
no more needed, eternity's fbll feast beg^. Sweet is the 
present taste of grace : but what will be the heavenly board ? 

My soul, press onward — and you soon will know. 



THE SMITTEN EOCK. 



** T%ou thaU smite the rock, and there ahaH come water tmi of U, thai the 
people may drink," Ex. xyii. 6. 

It was a bitter trial, when MaraVs bitter spring mocked the 
parched lip. But sweet relief was near. The sweetened draught 
soon changed vexation into joy. After a little pause, the same 
dark trial re-appears in darker form. The multitude adyance 
into the desert's depths. And here all streams quite faiL 
They thirst, and search, but search in yain. The scene is 
universal drought. Thus troubles die and live again. 

This is a common circumstance in faith's march. AfELictions 
clear away ; but soon the self-same shades grow thick. Joseph 
escapes the pit, and then the dungeon binds him fast. David, 
safe from AduUam's cave, must seek a refuge in Engedi's wilds. 
Troops, too, of lusts, which seemed, through grace, quite alain 
in former days, with mustered force will re-assail old age. 
The weeds of evil, long plucked up, will rear again their 
noxious head. Satan lays Abraham low in Egypt : Gen. zii. 
18, and shoots an arrow from the same shaft in Gerar. Gen. 
XX. 2. The falling spoke, of the revolving wheel soon re- 
ascends. The ebbing tide rolls in to-morrow. 

Believer, think not of undisturbed repose, until the flesh be 
dropped. There is a ceaseless cycle of sorrow and temptation 
here. But despise not the scourge. It has a teaching voice. 
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It is held by a loving Father's hand. Hence the command^ 
** Hear ye the rod, and who hath appointed it." Mic. vi. 9. 
This school of trial best discloses the hidden vileness of the 
heart, and the vast riches of a Sayioor's grace. 

It is so in the case before us. The hard repinings of the 
chosen race betray poor nature's bias. But on rebellion's base 
a lovely pillar rises, on which all ages read the golden glories 
of the Lord. 

The people chide, and tempt their God. Moses seeks the 
open refuge of a mercy-seat. How precious is this spot! 
A gracious answer soon allays all fears, and soon supplies 
all need. The Lord said, ''Go on before the people and 
take with thee of the elders of Israel : and thy rod, wherewith 
thou smotest the river, take in thine hand, and go. Behold, 
I will stand before thee there upon the rock in Horeb : and 
thou shalt smite the rock, and there shall come water out of 
it, that the people may drink." Ex. zvii. 5. 6. 

Header, draw near in reverence. The ground is holy. That 
Bock is Christ. That Essure is His wounded side. Those 
streams are His abundant grace. 

Pirst sift the foremost thoughts, which the idea of rock 
presents. It is a mass of mighty strength. The lashing bil- 
lows lash in vain. The raging storm stirs not its fixed repose. 
All changing ages find it still unchanged. 

These properties exhibit Christ. Mark His decrees. Eternal 
love arranged salvation's scheme. The hand of sovereign grace 
drew the wise record of His wondrous kingdom. This chart 
is framed for ever. To blinded reason chance may seem to 
rule, and man's wild will to hold the helm. But all things 
serve the counsels of His plan. The falling sparrow, and the 
tottering throne ; the fading leaf, and the declining empire, 
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obej a fixed resolve. Bis puiposes cannot be mored. &e is 
a Bock. 

Soryey His wondrous love. It yearns over a yast mtdtitade 
of rained souls. It calls them to His knowledge. It gives 
them pledges of His zeal to save. How is this love requited ? 
Alas ! what cold indifference, what hard ingratitude, what 
proud contempt, what daring rebellion, what ceaseless provo- 
cations, concur to shut up His loving-kindness in displeasure ! 
But still, He loves unto the end of endless ages. And why? 
He is a Bock. 

When He sought earth on mercy's wings, all powers of evil 
met Him with their deadliest force. The might of Satan is 
the united might of fallen spirits. With what ease he sweeps 
his crowds from earth to hell ! With what resistless power 
he forges chains to bind men In the fiery lake ! He put forth 
all his efforts to lay Jesus low. But every aim recoiled. The 
battering blows were death-blows to himself. Jesus stands as 
a Bock. 

Beader, this Bock is near, your one support, your only 
refuge. Be wise, and lay your every sin on Him. The weight 
indeed would weigh down worlds. But He can bear all. He 
can bear all away. Be wise, and cast your every care on Him. 
Cares come indeed with rapid tide, and threaten to overwhelm. 
But let them waft you to the mercy-seat, where Jesus waits 
to take them. In faith and prayer roll them on Him. They 
cannot over-burden Him. He is a Bock. 

Moses must smite the Bock. And do not blows fall heavily 
on Christ ? He comes to undergo all penalties of sin. The 
holy Law has ^oken from its holy throne. In all the majesty 
of God's own godliness it has denounced imutterable, and im- 
measurable woe on every breach of its most glorious code. 
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Transgression is an inevitable curse. The statutes of heayen 
would be a trifler^s jest, the threats of Ood would be aft uot- 
meaning tale, unless this yengeance in its utmost fury fail, 
Who can pass heaven's gate by trampling on heaven's edicts? 
The Word, severe in righteousness, and righteous in severity, 
must rdgn inviolate. The stricken Jesus is proof, that it is 
80. The Surety-God meets the infracted law. Can it spare 
ffim ? To spare Him is to make salvation void. It spaiea 
Him not. The command is. Smite the Book. The antitype 
ia the smitten Jesus. He gives His back to the relentless 
vengeance, until by His stripes His people are all fireed. He 
is smitten for them. They are smitten in Him. He diea for 
them. They die in Him. The Bock receives fast-falling blows. . 
Thus it is shelter, and the sheltered are unharmed. 

These sufferings of the bleeding Lamb are the brightness 
and the glory of our Bible. Let the cross vanish, let the agony 
be put aside, let the dying cry be no more heard, and what ia 
the Gospel message i Its promises deceive. Its hope ia wild 
despair. Its peace is torture. Its life ia endless death. Its , 
freedom rivets stronger chains. They, who trust in it, lean 
on a piercing reed. They, who plead it, plead a betraying 
plea. It is an atonement which atones not It ia expiation, 
wldeh removes no guilt It is satisfaction, which answers no 
demand. It is redemption, which pays no price. It is salva* 
tion, which saves no soul. But blessed be the gracious God 
of all grace ! the cross erects its heaven-high head amid these 
living lines. A bruised God-man bleeds thereon. In his heart 
the sword of Justice is hidden to its very hilt. Jehovah's 
Mlow exhausts Jehovah's wrath. 

Beader, mark well the smitten Bock. Behold these clefts. 
Ihey gape to skieen offenders from pursuing rage, Flee tl. 
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them. Enter in. Hide yoonelf, your sonl^ yonr sins, in 
those deep wounds. Secreted there, 70a are safe— safe frotn 
all foes — safe for all ages. No corse can touch you. No wrath 
can find you. Satan cannot reach you. Guilt cannot ruin 
you. The pierced side is God-wrought, Gbd-strong refdge. 

But to return to Horeh's riven side. The host needs water. 
But can the hard stone melt into running streams? Yes. All 
things can change their nature at their Maker's will. To senro 
His people the sea congeals — the flint dissolves. Believer, this 
is a marvel, which your own heart knows. It once was as 
the nether-millstone. But struck hy the Spirit's rod, it flows 
a rivulet of faith, and gratitude, and praise, and love. When 
Jesus is uplifted, scorn may demand, Can hlessings break forth 
from that pierced side ? Yes. By those stripes the heaven of 
heavens opens, all hindrances remove, and a wide channel 
spreads for grace upon grace to flow. The wounds of Jesus 
are the Spirit's avenue. They send forth blood indeed to 
purchase pardon. They give forth water, too, — the sparkling 
emblem of the power of grace. 

Sweet was this blessing to the pilgrims of the desert. It 
allayed aU thirst — it cleansed aU stains— it cooled, when heat 
oppressed. But sweeter far are spiritual supplies from the true 
Bock to the true sons of God. Gracious souls are as the gaping 
soil. They thirst, they daily thirst for clearer views of God— 
Ibr deeper knowledge of redeeming love — ^for brighter light on 
Oospel-hopes. And they thirst not in vain. The Spirit gives 
deep cups of glorious truth. They drink with gladness, ai^ 
their hearts rejoice. He is most happy, who lives the near^t 
to this stream. 

Chraoious souls need constant deansing. They mourn oor* 
roptionsy which still live within them. With hateful wing[ 
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fheir thouglits and feelings hover oyer evil's mire. They pant 
for inward pnriiy. For this the Spirit's help is near. He 
sprinkles dean water on their wills and ways, and thus pre* 
serves them from the hated filth. He is most holy, who draws 
most water from this fount. 

Ghracious souls are often pierced with fiery darts. The flames 
of passion irritate and scorch. Nothing in self, nothing of 
earth can give the cooling ease. They long, with David, "Oh ! 
that one would give me drink of the water of the well of 
Bethlehem." 2 Sam. xxiii. 15. The Spirit hears, and 
calming promises are soon applied. He is most peaceful, whom 
sheltering wings protect, and soothing streams refresh. 

Through the long way, Horeh's supply was ever near. 
When Israel stirred and stayed, the water babbled by their 
side. So neither place, nor time, nor state can check the 
mighty Spirit's flow. All praying lips shall always quaff. 
** If ye, then, being evil, know how to give good gifts unto 
your children, how much more shall your heavenly Father 
give the Holy Spirit to them that ask Him." Luke zi. 13. 

The gift was free. The wealthy and the poor alike required, 
and alike received. So, too, the call of grace is wide as earth, 
and long as time. "Whosoever will, let him take of the water 
of life freely." Bev. zxii. 17. Do any fear, lest the pure 
stream may flee the touch of unclean lips ? The type forbids 
the doubt. The hardest murmurer in the camp partook. The 
Spirit scorns not a poor sinner's heart. 

Beader, would you be blessed, and a blessing ? Drink oft, 
drink more of this inspiring stream. The grace-receiving are 
the grace diffusing. They, who live near to heaven, attract to 
heaven. 

At £adesh, Miriam's praising lips were closed in death. 
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And then the flowing boon seem checked. Num. zz. 12. 
What shall be done ? The heavenly Teacher wisely teaches, 
" Speak unto the rock, and it shall give forth its waters." 
Num. zx. 8. It is for ever true, ** Ask, and ye shall have." 

Moses in haste again uplifts the rod. Where was his Mth ? 
Was his eye dim to the full light of this clear Gospel type ? 
The rook was smitten once for aU. "No fbrther stroke was 
needed or allowed. Christ suffers once. His one grand sacri- 
fice is sin's one death. The wound once given buys remission of 
aU guilt for ever. Believe, delight, and glory in the one cross. 
It is enough. It is an all-sufficient price. The thought of 
repetition is ignorance, distrust, and blasphemy. blessed 
Jesus ! Thy one offering is all salvation. I would pray unto 
Thee with every breath, but woe unto me, if I bid Thee die 
again. 

Worldling, you rest not on this Bock, but on the sand. Your, 
hope fast crumbles. Flee from it, ere it sink into perdition. 
You drink not of these healthful waters, but of a poiaoiiad 
puddle. The present taste is bitter — ^you thirst again, and 
thirst in vain. Beware, lest soon, ia hopeless thirsty you wail 
for one drop to cool a tongue tormented in the flame. 



THE INTERCESSION. 



** Ti eame iopatSf when Mbaea held up hie hand, that lerael prevailed : and 
whsn he let doum hie hand, Amalek prevailed," Ex. xtu. 11. 

Alabxi soon trouble the advancing host. Amalek attacks their 
rear. Esau's tribe has evil will against the house of Jacob. 
The birthright sold, the blessing lost, had deeply laid the seeds 
of maliee. And now occasion ripens hatred into fierce assault. 

Believer, the race of Gain, of Ishmael, of Esau still lives. 
Be ready. Their hate is sure. Their wily steps are near. When 
least expected, they will plot their worst. 

How shall such foes be met ? He, who follows Christy must 
neither fly, nor yield, nor fear. He must stand &st in faith, 
and he must kneel in prayer. 80 Moses teaches. He com- 
mands Joshua, '* Choose us out men, and go out, fight'* Ex. 
xvii. 9. Heaven's crown sits only on a warrior's brow. 

But carnal weapons are impotent alone. In fighting, not 
by fighting, we prevaiL So when Joshua struggles in the 
plain, Moses wrestles on the hill. He seeks the summit, 
bearing the rod. Frayer brings all heaven to the aid. Thus 
Israel's hands are strong or weak, as those of Moses rise or 
drop. 

Large Qospel lessons here expand before us. We may roam 
up and down this field, and find no end in gathering precious 
fruit. But one especial tree calls us to shake its richly-laden 
boughs. 



i 
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Moses interceding on the hill shows Jesos interceding on ftf 
higher heights. " ^ 

Gome, then, my soul, with joyM wifig fay upward. It ii 
goody it is wise, it is blessed, to be much with Jesos in the 
suffering vale. Faith visits oft the manger, the garden, and 
the cross. It seeks all sin's remission in the stripes, the 
wounds, the agony, the death of the bleeding Lamb. But 
these amazing truths are but the porch of more amazing 
glories. Hence it delights to follow Jesus in His bright 
ascent — to gaze undazzled on the throne — ^to mark His present 
doings by His Father's side. 

What ? Is He still engaged in work ? Wondrous tidings ! 
Hear, all who call Him Lord : He ever lovea you, and ever 
labours in your cause. His eye is never turned away. His 
hands cannot hang down. His heavens are the ofOtce-chamber 
of your soul's concerns. 

Do you ask. What is His work ? Hark, the Holy Spirit 
dies, ** He ever liveth to make Intercession." Heb. vii. 26. 
Hia every day and every hour is ceaselesB energy of interceding 
love. 

Do you add. But what ia Intercession? An intercessor 
stands between two parties, praying the one to look with 
favour on the other. The persons here are God the Father, 
and poor worms of earth. '' If any man sin, we have an 
Advocate with the Father, Jesus Christ the righteous." 1 John 
ii. 1, 2. 

Before the Father, then, the Mediator pleads. But is not 
the Father an overflowing ocean of free grace? Is it not His 
grand delight to crown His sons with all heaven's blessings i 
Why, then, shall prayers, like constant incense, move Him to 
give what He is unwilling to withhold ? Salvation's scheme 
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tfl wholly ordered to show fortih loye in brightest rays. It is 
^ aid this end, that Intercessioii has its place. 

Believer, what kindles flames of comfort in your heart? 
"What decks yonr brow with smiles, when trials and tempta- 
tions throng ? Is it not a view of Jesus pleading at Gbd's 
rigbt hand? The thought is rapture, peace, and irictory. 
Bemove the Advocate, and all your hope goes down in gloom. 
Chri^ prays, because He loves so much. He prays, because 
the Father loves not less. Intercession is the fair fruit of their 
co-loviag heart. 

I^ezt see for whom this Intercession strives. Imagine a 
father begging for his much-loved son — a mother for her flrst- 
bom child — brother for brother — ^friend for friend — the ardent 
bridegroom for his darling bride. What cries ! What tears ! 
What earnestness! What moving words! What melting 
arguments ! What strong appeals ! What fervour of desire ! 
What bold resolve to gain the suit ! But all these ties, with 
all their warmth, concur in Jesus. In Him there is the father^s 
deep affection — ^the mother's tenderness — ^the brother's zeal-^ 
the friend's devoted sympathy— the bridegroom's burning love. 
He urges. These are My children — ^the travail of My sonl-^ 
the of&pring of My wounds — ^My sister— >My spouse — ^My 
beloved, around whom My heart has been entwined for ever— 
the bride of My Father's gift, and of My loving choice-^My 
portion — ^My jewels — ^My crown — ^the sheep of My pasture — 
My wealth — ^My delight— the members of My mystic body — 
the very apple of My eye. Such prayer is as the heart-strings 
strained* 

Header, are yon one with Christ? Then aU day long, and 
all time long, He wrestles thus for you. 

Mark| too, how Jesus executes this offioea Come, see the 
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process of the heavenly court Jesos appears. This is fte 
opening act. The Spirit teaches, ** Christ is not entered into 
the holy places made with hands, which are the figures of the 
^e — ^hut into heaven itself, now to appear in the presence of 
GK>d for ns/' Heh. ix. 24. He presents His person. The 
Father's eye rests on Him. Oh! with what love — what 
rapture — what delight! It is His son — His only begotten 
Son — ^His well-beloved Son — His elect — His beauty — ^His ex- 
press image — His glory — His treasure-— compared with whom 
the heavens are an empty void, and all worlds' charms a 
vacant nothingness. It is Jesus :— even the Servant, who has 
performed all His will : — who has brought all honour to His 
attributes: — ^who has ransomed all His people : — ^who has filled 
heaven with all its song. Jesus Himself appears. my soul, 
your cause is in g^d hands. 

Jesus appears. But in what form ? A Lamb is seen, ** as 
it had been slain." Bev. v. 6. What, then, does He show? 
His wounds — ^His bruises — His scars — His pierced hands and 
ioet : His open side. There is no eloquence, like the eloquence 
of a slain Bedeemer. There is no argument, like the argument 
of a God-man's death. The blood of Abel cries. — ^Much more 
fh^ blood of Jesus. Heb. ziL 24. It loudly proves, that the 
people are all bought with a worthy price : that their sins are 
«11 washed away : that their persons are all whiter than snow : 
that the covenant is all fulfilled; and that every grace is their 
purchased due. Thus Christ appears, as ''He that liveth and 
was dead." Bev. i. 18. my soul, your cause is in good 
hands. 

Jesus appears. But by what right ? He comes, as one, whom 
office and duty bring. He is called, and appointed, and or- 
dained to this especial work. He comes, because He must 



W faithful to the trust reoeiyed. He comes, because it is Hig 
privilege to pass the veil. The great day, in which atooement 
must be pleaded, is arriyed. The High Priest may not be 
abient. my sonl^ your cause is in good hands^ 

le comes, too^ with authority. He prays, as one, who may 
commandi Equal addresses equal. Oh I wondrous thought ! 
what can the language be ? " Pather, t wilL'' Yes. It is 
even so. "Father, I will." John xvii. 24. "I will/' is 
God's petition to a granting God. The kingly Priest, with 
king-like power prays. my soul^ your cause is in good 
hands. 

He enters, too> as Advocate^ As such. His Intercession has 
judicial force. He states the laws of the realm — the statutes 
of the empire— the decrees of the sovereign — ^the rights of the. 
subject — the justice of the case — the demands of equity and 
truth. He unfolds the volume of the covenant of grace. He 
claims a judgment in accordance with well-counselled compact. 
Bightonsness &ils — ^heaven's edicts must be re-written, if such 
pleadings be cast out my soul, your cause is in good hands. 

Believer, perhaps next you anxiously enquire, what is the 
purport of such mighty Intercession ? Tou sigh. Oh ! that I 
surely knew, what are the blessings, which He seeks for me* 
Draw near. His interceding voice sounds in the Gospel-page. 
He cried boldly and clearly from the cross, " Father, forgive 
them." He cries as boldly and as clearly from the throne, 
** Father, forgive them." As king He reigns, taking away 
«in. Quick as the stain defiles, He spreads His wounded 
hands. Pardon cannot linger. Sins and iniquities are remem- 
bered no more. 

Hark ! He sues again. It is, that His floc^ may be kept. 
'' Holy Father, keep, through Thine own name, those waom 
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Thou hast given Me." Johnxvii. 11. The prayer is heard. 
Jehovah's wings hecome their shield. Omnipotence defends 
them. Angels eneamp around them. All things work together 
for their good. Each foe is foiled. The chosen seed gets safe 
to heaven. 

Kis word, too, is gone forth, " I will pray the Father, and 
He shall give you another Comforter, that He may abide with 
you for ever, even the Spirit of truth." John xiv. 16, 17. 
The eternal Spirit hastens to comply. He flies with con- 
quering wing into the willing heart. He shows the cross in 
its attractive glory. He shines upon the sacred page. He lifts 
up Jesus to the enraptured gaze. Without Christ's prayer the « 
Spirit never comes. Without the Spirit, there is no faith — ^no 
truth — ^no godliness on earth. 

He next gains acceptance for our prayers. What feeble 
babbling is our holiest worship ! But answers come, surpassing 
our largest hopes. How can it be ? The incense of Christ's 
merits fills the censer. Thus, more is granted, than the sup- 
pliant sought. We coldly plan, we feebly work, to magnify 
His name. But we succeed, — and He is glorified in us. But 
how ? His voice wins help and we are holpen. 

Believer, pray much. Pray more. Think, whose prayers 
are mixed with yours. Work much — ^work more. Think, who 
obtains for you the strength to prosper. 

Will Christ ask more ? He surely asks, until God's treasury 
is drained. He speaks again, '* Father, I will, that they also, 
whom Thou hast given Me, be with Me, where I am." John 
xvii. 24. This is the summit of His love. This is the summit 
of His people's joy. He has no heaven without them. They 
have no heaven, but with Him. His throne is for them. Their 
throne is by His side. > 
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Belieyer, mark it, you must ever be with the Lord. This 
Intercession is the golden chain, which draws and binds you 
to Him. It is uttered. It is continued. It is heard. It is 
granted. His presence is your endless heritage. 

It must be so. This Intercession must prevail. Mark the 
ascending steps, by which the Spirit leads us to the proof. 
Bead Bomans yiii. 84. Christ's death is full redemption. 
** Who is he that condemneth ? It is Christ that died.*' His 
resurrection rises higher. It manifests in clearer light the ac« 
ceptance of the finished work. '' Yea, rather, that is risen 
again." His ascension soars yet higher. It crowns assurance 
with a heaven-high crown. " Who is even at the right hand 
of God." But Intercession reaches heights more lofty. It 
consummates, it perfects, it applies, it secures complete sal- 
vation. "Who also maketh Intercession for us." Blessed 
death ! it reconciles. More blessed life ! it much more saves. 
Bomans v. 10. Blessed blood! it redeems. More blessed 
Intercession ! It saves to the uttermost. Heb. vii. 25. 
my soul, your cause is in good hands. 

Let others seek their mediators many, — who are mediators 
none. Let others fiy to intercessors many, — who are inter- 
oesson none. Will not you shout Christ is enough — " Christ 
is All." 



THE BANNER 



*' Moies huitt an aUai^i <^^ called the name of it Jehovah-nissi," (The 
Lord my Banner. Marg.) £x. xyii. 16. 

The fight with Amalek is past He is giyen as the dust to 
Israers sword, — as driven stubble to his bow. Let mad assail- 
ants learn, that no weapon formed against the Church of God 
can prosper. The arrow shot against the sun falls back upoE 
the head. The oak i^bounds upon the rending hands. 

But why was sure victory on Israel's side ? Because the 
Lord was with them. He braced the loins of their ooniage, 
and the loins of their frames. He frowned — ^the foe can no 
more stand. He smiled-^His people can no more f(EdL«-To 
whom> then, shall the praise be given ? Shall worms of earth 
in vaunting Vanity ascribe it to their worth, their couns^ 
the leader*s leading, or the soldier's might? The thought is 
anguish to a pious mind. Without the Lord, what is the best 
man's best ? He only prevails, when the Lord supplies the 
wisdom, implants the prowess, and commands the issue. And 
shall not He, who is the first, the last, the whole, in all 8uc« 
cess, have all the glory ? 

So Moses judged. He hastes to put the crown on the real 
Victor's head. He raises a building, not to man, but GK>d. He 
adds a truthful name. He calls the altar '* JehoYah-mssi,— 
the Lord my Banner.'' This is right This is wise. Let God 
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]uiT8 God's place— -the higliest of the high* Let man haye 
man's place—the lowest of the low. 

If there be baseless pretension, it is when dost prodaims 
hononr, as the worker of Jehovah's works. The tool is not the 
agent The pen is not the spring of thought. The labourer's 
spade makes not the crop to grow. The steps towards this 
altar give such warning. 

But the structure itself is a far brighter lesson. The Spirit 
shows by it new features of our precious Sayiour. He plainly 
states, that the root of Jesse, David's son, is the ensign of the 
Bedeemed. Is. ad. 10. Hence, in Jehovah-nissi, Mth adores 
Christ Jesus as its Banner. 

Who hears of a Banner, and thinks not of a battle-cry ? 
Its stand is among warrior-ranks. It tells of conflicts and of 
struggles. It reminds of foes assaulting, and of shocks to be 
sustained. 

And is not the believer's hope a camp ? He drinks indeed 
deep draughts of heavenly peace, but still the hand, which 
takes the cup, holds high the sword. His cahn is like the 
calm of Jesus, who slept, while billows tossed around. Ex- 
perience proves this truth. The sandals of the Gbspel are 
bare-worn on a battle plain. Hope rears its helmet battered 
by many a blow. Faith shields a heart, which surely rests, but 
nzely knows repose. The Spirits sword is corroded by no 
scabbard's rust. Can it be otherwise i Are not Crod's children 
met by an Amalek, who neither dies, nor sleeps, nor spares, 
nor pities ? This foe is Satan* His might is such, that Al- 
BifghtinftM alone exceeds. His knowledge such, that it nears 
the confines of omniscience. His skill is sharpened by ob- 
servance of every heart, in every clime, and every age. His 
wrath is barbed by knowing, that His time is short Hia 
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hopes are plumed by fiiauglitered millions beneath his feet fie 
assails each inlet of each sense. He raises barriers before ths 
throne of grace. No knee e'er bows but his shaft flies, fie 
aims at every worshipper in every pew — at every hearer of 
the sacred truth — at every reader of the Word of God — at 
every hand, which takes the sacramental food — at every tongue, 
which tells of Jesu*s love : — at every eye, which sheds the 
tear of penitence. 

But Satan has a world to aid him. He strives to slay eaeh 
man by each — and all men by all. He can paint brilliant 
prospects. He can raise piles of wealth. He can deck honour^s 
crown with dazzling jewels. He sets the secret ambush. He 
digs the fearful pitfall. like Heber's wife, he shows the lordly 
dish, but hides the hammer and the naiL Judges iv. 19, 21. 

He has fallen nature, too, on his side. There is '' the body 
of this death." From this there is no flight. Self cannot 
separate ftom self. And self has a traitor's hand to introduce 
the foe. Self murders self, when it can work its wilL Such 
are the troops of Amalek. But let not the believer fear. 
Jehovah-nissi is God's pledge, that their name shall be put out 
for ever. Ex. xvii. 14. 

This Banner leads to victory. In earthly fight, the end is 
doubtful. The brave, the strong, may fall. The few may 
chase the many. Hostile hands may seize the standard. But 
they, who cling to Christ, must surely triumph. Before they 
strike one blow, the day is won. They sally forth with con- 
querors' crowns — ^unseen, indeed, by eye of sense— but firmly 
fixed upon their brows. Do any ask, how this can be ? The 
Banner is Jehovah. All strength, all multitudes, are feeble 
nothingness before it. Believer, trust to your Leader; and 
go forward. He has led through countless conflictsf, but He 



THS 'fiLSKKR, 81 

neyer lost a field. He never left a follower alain. The plainp, 
though blood-stained, have never been the grave of faith. 
Each soldier may suffer much in mortifying sin. But triumph 
is His portion. Is it not said, *' My sheep shall never perish, 
neither shall any man pluck them out of my hand ?" John 
X is, Jacob had many conflicts : but his aged lips bear wit- 
ness to *' the Angel which redeemed me from all evil." Gen, 
zlviii. 16. David's was a struggling life, but his last song 
extolled a never-failing help. *\ I did beat them as small as 
the dust of the earth ; I did stamp them as the mire of the 
street.'' 2 Sam. xxii. 43. Paul leaves earth with the shout, 
" I have fought a good fight, — ^henceforth there is laid up for 
me a crown of righteousness." 2 Tim. iv. 7, 8. Search all 
hell's borders. There is not one amid the lost, who really fought 
beneath Jehovah-nissi. 

The Banner is exalted. It waves high. It courts the gaze 
of earth. *' Go ye into all the world, and preach the Gospel 
to every creature." Mark xvi. 15. When man fell, it was 
unfurled in Eden. Abel embraced it, and flew swift to heaven. 
Prophets and seers unfurled it more — and widening hosts saw 
it and lived, In due time the Lord Himself appears, and 
plants the standard on the cross of Calvary. That was a noble 
eminence. That was a height, which Satan could not reach. 
A dying malefactor discerned its clearness from the very jaws 
of hell, and found the gate of Paradise in dying. And from 
that day no sinner ever turned a longing eye to it in vain. 

And now the faithful preacher's voice, the toiling missionary's 
love for souls, and every true disciple's holy walk, uplifts it 
still with ceaseless zeal. In pulpits, in heathen wilds, in fllthy 
haunts of ignorance and vice, in thronging crowds, by dying 
beds, in lonely cots, where sickness preys, and trials vex, they 
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cry, "Behold Him, Behold Him.'* No distance inteiTeaeB. 
No mists obscure. To the opened eye, the beanteoos Bannsr 
is both near and bright. 

Believer, will you not strive by every effort, at every eos^ 
in every place, at every moment, to make the Banner more 
conspicuoas i live, labour, die, pointing to it. Wave it while 
yon can raise an arm. Earn the high glory of a standard- 
bearer's crown. 

The Banner is attractive. It wins a willing troop. Jacob 
with dying gaze beheld a thronging multitude, and he bare 
record, " Unto Him, shall the gathering of the people be." 
Gen. zlix 10. Isaiah's rapturous notes enquire, " Who are 
these, that fly as a doud, and as the doves to their windows?'' 
Is. Ix. 8. And He, who is the Truth, has pledged, " And I, 
if I be lifted up, will draw all men unto Me." So it has ever 
been : so it must be. There is a magnet-power in the uplifted 
cross. An influence subjugates the charmed mind. Its streamii^ 
scroll exhibits all, which needy souls can need. The conscience- 
stricken sigh for ease. The guilty long for pardon. The weary 
and the heavy-laden seek repose. The Banner promises, 
beneath this standard all is yours. Here is blood to cleanse : 
Bighteousness to clothe : Strength to help : Mercy to pitf : 
Orace for demerit : Life for death : All-sufficiency for idl- 
defldency. The sinner sees— -believes — enlists. He cannot 
hdp but Hsten. Opposing Mends, a sneering world, and all 
the wiles of Satan, are weak to stay him. Thus every day 
and every hour the numbers swelL And angels never cease 
to sing, because on earth firesh converts vow. We are the Lord's- 
So it shall be, until heaven's army be complete. 

The Banner is a worthy theme of boast Let the vile sinnar 
be ashamed of sin. Let ike weak worldling hluah at this aiUj 



worid. Let unbelief hang down its childish head. Let Popery 
mutter its mean impostures in the dark. But let the belieyer, 
with pure pride, exult in his high standard. Think — ^but 
thoughts flag — say, but words &il — ^what noble glories duster 
here. Hen boast of what is great, and good, and wise, and 
loTely. Greatness! it vanishes, when Christ is named. He 
is tiie mighty €ro4. He is Jehovah's equal. He is more 
antient, tha^ the eternal ages. He enduses^ when time is 
gone. He spake, and all worlds were. ^P^ wheels of provi- 
dence subserve His wiU. He ever sat, ai^d wiU sit> omnipotent 
on Omnipotei^ce's throne. Great is the Banner. Let it be 
greatly praised* 

Goodness ! He who would learn what goodness is, must 
read it in the face of Christ. Is it goodness to deck nature 
with all things suitable to please each sense : — to robe the sun 
with light ; — ^the air with purity ; — ^the fields with verdure ; 
and man with faculties to enjoy } Ls it goodness to look with 
piercy on a race undone ;— to lay down life to save ? This 19 
poor outline of a Saviour's goodness. Belipver, boldly shout^ 
Good is the Lor4. 

Wisdom! It is Christ's name. All its treasures lie hid ii^ 
Him. His plans, His work. His word% are wisdom in the 
highest. True wisdoin never was, but as a stream £rom the 
deep fountain of His mind. Believer, waye your Banner ; 
there is no wisdom, but beside these colours. 

Loveliness ! The Spirit, who sees Hjm as He is, proclaims 
Him as altogether lovely. He must be lovply, who is God's 
brightness. Mark His sweet smiles of gentle grace. Who can 
withdraw the admiring eye ? Who can restrain the adoring • 
tongue ? Beside Him the sun hangs a black orb— and nature's 
charms are but a withered lea£ Sweet is it now to know 
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Him. What will it be to see Him as He is ? Let^ then, ftith*8 
soldier cry aloud for pride : let him take up his manly boast 
before all heaven and all earth, Christ is a beauteous Banner^ 
which surpasses praise, exceeds all worth, and soars above 
renown. 

Believer, in conclusion, suffer an exhorting word. In every 
place, in every company, boldly display your Banner. Away 
with weak timidities. Tread down unworthy fears. Beserve 
is treason. Let all, who know you, know Whose you are, and 
Whom you serve. The world would tremble, unbelief would 
flee, if Christian warriors would rally as a compact band, ''Mr 
as the moon, clear as the sun, and terrible as an army with 
Banners." Song vi. 10. Take home this warning. Let no 
shame cloak your Banner. 

my soul, unfurl it in the eyes of all the scorn, and all the 
hate, of all the world. Unfurl it in the face of all the threats 
and all the malice of all hell. Unfurl it — and all sins vanish, 
and conscience-accusations cease. Unfurl it — ^and the flames of 
hell curl back before it. Unfurl it — and heaven's portals open. 
Unfurl it — and you march to heaven's throne of victory. 

You are now brought to the banqueting-house, where the 
Banner over you is love. Song ii. 4. The palace is in sight, 
where the Banner over you will be glory. 



MOUNT SINAI. 



** God spake all these wards, " £x. zx. 1. 

MoiTNi Sinai is not rightly seen, until the Gospel-sun shine 
brightly on it. The total aspect then is changed. Its terrors 
disappear. The darkness melts into the light of life. The 
angry roar is hushed in notes of peace. 

Header, approach this scene with humble prayer. If the 
Spirit guide your steps, it will open, ds a gate, to Zion's bliss- 
ful slopes. 

Who brings the sons of Israel to Sinai*s b^se ? It is the 
God of everlasting grace. His mercy looked on their enslaved 
estate. He burst their bonds and crushed their cruel foes. He 
was feeding them mom after mom with food from heaven. 
He was sending streams to trickle in their rear. And now by 
beckoning cloud, He leads them to this spot. They may ad- 
vance, then, without fear. His counels will bud forth in 
blessings. This mount will be a platform to show Christ to 
souls. Grace must continue to be grace. 

When the host reached these heights, they are addressed 
from heaven. Who is the speaker? The voice is that of 
Jesus. The Spirit clears this fact. He tells us, that the Angel, 
the messenger of the etemal Covenant, communed with Moses 
on. the Mount. Acts vii. 88. If Jesus speaks, the accents 
will be tender love. It is so here. His prelude thus bringt 
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peace into their hearts, ''Ye haTe seen what I did unto the 
Egyptians, and how I bare you on eagles' wings, and brought 
you unto myself/' Ex. six. 4. This preface looks not lik^ 
a door to woe. It seems the Qrst drops of a ^'esh shower of 
goodness. 

An especial n^andate is next heard. !|?he Lord announces, 
that new reyelations are at hai^d. Especial preparation, then, 
must now be made, ^he people are sin-soiled. Their bodiei 
]kaow pollution's touch. Purifying rites, therefore, must meeteu 
them for Qod's approach. 

]^a4er, yoi; cannot learn too deeply^ that '^ ^ are all as an 
unclean thiQg^ ax^d all our righteousnesses are as filthy rags." 
Is. Ixiy. 6. Do you see self^ as one mire-heap of filth i Do 
you loathe human merit, as a noisome plague-spot? Hayeyou 
received the wan^ng word, '' If I i^ash thee not^ fhou hast 
no part with He ?" — ^Fause before Sinai, and weigh well yoiir 
need of cleaxising, before you can meet God. 

The third day comes. The motmt is fenced. Then douds 
of terror thicken. Dismay stalks forth in most appalling form^ 
Each sight amazes, and each sound affrights. Is than4er terri- 
ble ? Foal upon peal cracks in increasing roar. — J^ light- 
nings plumed with wing9 of swiftly-flying awe ? A forked 
blaze pours its incessant darts. — ^Is it a cheerless time when 
light is absent? Night with its blackest pall mantles the 
heights.— Do stoutest heart wax cold, when olang^ trumpets 
yell? Echo now maddens with their din. — ^Was Sodom's 
smoking plain a frightful waste ? The range of hills flares, 
as a murky furnace.— Is it terriflo to see doud-capped summits 
tottering to the fall? The rodcy mass now shiyers as a wind- 
tossed reed. 

But wherefore do all terrors settle on thd mount ? The 
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answer is a page of solemn tnitli. The Spirit's mouth shall 
give it. ** The Lord came fix)m Sinai, and rose up from Seir 
unto thenu Prom his right hand went a fieiy law for them." 
Sent, zzziii. 2. The Lord wills now to nuoiifest His Law. 
The handy which holds it, shakes terror oyer a transgressing 
world. 

We thus are led to ask the purport of the Law. Until the 
soul discerns the nature of this code, God is not truly known. 
His Gospel is a sealed book. His holiness is an imsubstantial 
name. 

The Law reveals Jehovah's majesty. It sets Him on the 
throne of spotless purity. It unveils the stature of His bound- 
less righteousness. It crowns Him with the diadem, " Holy, 
Holy, Holy, Lord God of Hosts." It cries, with trumpet- 
tongue, that holiness is the pavement of His heavens ; — ^the 
atmosphere of His kingdom ; — the portals of His palace ; — 
the delight of His heart It shows what God is, and what 
they must become, who would appear before Him. 

Where is the sinner, who will now draw near, without 
some better righteousness than self can weave ? Well might 
Mount Sinai quake, when on its pedestal a Law like this is 
reaied. 

But was its being now first shown ? Ear otherwise. On 
creation's mom it was inwrought in Adam's heart Thib 
parent of our race set his first steps on earth in the very like- 
ness of the great Creator, The Maker's hand could only plipt 
a perfect plant Man's new-born eye thus looked unmoved on 
God. He tared this soil in happy innocence. His soul was 
purity. His voice was perfect praise. Evil was a weed un- 
plucked. Transgression was a path untrod. Guilt was a 
torture yet unborn. The Iaw ^ 1ot6 was in wch fibre of his 
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heart Adam tlitia stood. The Law was in him. Ke knfir, 
that to obey was life ; — to disobey, was death. 

But sinlessness soon withered in his hands. The tempter 
came. The tempted yielded. The beauteous fabric of the Law 
was shivered. Its promised life expired. Its awM cuiis 
became our heritage. 

This Law, implanted in the heart of our first parents, must 
now be heard again on Sinai. It is God's will to show it, as 
a written statute. Its voice, however, is the same. There il 
no change in its exact requirements. Its measure seems to be 
more vividly displayed. Its breadth and length are mors 
diHtinctly marked. But its essence is all one. Two tables 
now contain it. Ten separate edicts open out its claims. Bat 
these brief words admit a summary more brief. The one sum 
of the demand is simply this,— rpure love. Without it none 
can see God's face. 

But wherefore is it thus renewed? Is it God's will to 
cancel now the many promises, which cheered the elders of 
the house of faith ? Shall the fair page of hope, based on the 
blood of cleansing, be scattered to the winds } Shall Adam's 
race again be sent to work for life ? Must their own hands 
erect a tower of safety from rubbish of earth's quarry ? 

Away with such a fearful thought ! It would lead head* 
long to despair's foul depths. Can the poor cripple run,— 
the broken wing expand, — the withered tree bear fruit, — tbB 
sentenced culprit burst his chains, — the dead arise and walk ? 
Enfeebled nature might more easily do this, than man's lost 
strength fulfil one mandate of the righteous Law. To send 
him to pluck innocence in guilt's wild wilderness, — ^to patch 
a righteousness with shreds and rags of sin, — ^to mount % 
heaven by a broken ladder's crumbling rounds, would be to 
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mock his ruin and deride his woe. The Law is not republished 
with designs so vain. 

Look steadfastly at Sinai. Amid all the terrors, anjgels' 
forms are seen. A mediator's hands receive the tables. These 
signs establish, that grace is there. Such is the truth. God 
states His claims, that we, with open eye, may see our need. 
Our sense of ruin makes the Gospel prized. To those, who 
hare no help in self, love appears more lovely, — ^mercy more 
mercifid, — ^pity more pitiful, — tenderness more tender, — ^for- 
bearance more forbearing, — God more Godlike, — Christ more 
precious, — His blood more cleansing, — His righteousness more 
beauteous, — His cross more glorious, — His pardons dearer, — 
His salvation surer, — ^His Gospel the one home, — His wounds 
the only refuge. Is it not grace to urge us onward towards 
the cross } This work is never truly done, until the Law 
displays God's holiness, sin's sinfulness, and hell gaping at our 
feet. 

Satan is ever ready to persuade, that a Heavenly Father is 
too gentle to cause woe. Sinai dashes this error to the ground. 
It shows, that God's whole nature abhors evil — and is pledged 
to execute just wrath. The conscious sinner looks, then, for 
help. There is such help in Christ, and Christ alone. Thus 
Sinai drives him to a Saviour's arms. This work is grace. 

Sinai shows sin to be exceeding sinful, and exceeding strong. 
In the world's school, and by deceiving Ups, disguise is spread 
around the monster's forms. It is but fiaintly blamed as nature*) 
blemish without power to hurt But as light manifests a cham- 
ber's filth ; — as heat revives the frozen viper ; — as the sun's 
rays draw out the noisome vapour ; — as barriers cause the 
rushing stream to overflow ; so the Law's restraints make sin 
to show its hideousness, and giant-tize. A sinner thus con- 
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Tinoed of sin looks with horror on himself. Whither shall 
he flee ? Jesus draws near. His blood obliterates. His grace 
makes free. Thus Sinai magnifies a Saviour's saving worth. 
This work is grace. 

It is at Sinai, that the Law makes bare its vengeftd arm. 
It must have sinless purity. But if offenoe occur, there is no 
pity, there is no escape. The curse points sternly towards 
perdition's hike. When this is known, how precious are the 
shdt^ing arms of Jesus ! Thus Sinai's truth endears the 
Gospel-hope. This work is grace. 

Beader, has Sinai proved this Gospel-blessing unto 3ron? 
If not, come now and have close dealings with it. It states 
its claim. You show your moral principles, your upright life, 
your inoffensive walk. But this is not one course of love. 
You start. You are undone. The thunder roars ; the light* 
nings flash ; the mountain quakes ; hell is before yoii. But 
stay. This is a warning to seek help in Jesufl. 

You cry for mercy with imploring tears. On bended knee, 
with broken heart, you sue for pardon. How vain! The Law 
cannot relent. No agony of grief can move its iron breast. 
The thunder roars; the lightnings flash; the mountain quakes; 
hell is before you. But stay. This is a warning to seek help 
in Jesus. 

You urge, that your transgressions were but rare — your 
penitence most deep — ^your reformation most sincere. If this 
were true, but true it is not, yet it cannot undo the done, or 
cancel what is past, or build again your fallen innocence. Oh ! 
no. The curse must have its course. The thunder roars ; the 
lightnings flash; the mountain quakes; hell is before yoix. 
But stay. This is a warning to seek help in Jesus. 

Yott perhaps adduce religion's holy rites most punctually 
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(discharged. That hope, you think, will sorely stand, 
which rests on the haptismal font, the hallowed feast, the 
constant service, and a strict train of unremitted forms. How 
good, how precious are all these, as signs of inward life, and 
proofs of a devoted heart ! But what is their power to give 
unsullied righteousness? Is this your best defence? The 
thunder roars; the lightnings flash; the mountain quakes ; 
hell is before you. But stay. This is a warning to seek help 
in Jesus. 

We here discern, why multitudes seek peace in Eome, and 
Home's poor flimsy fabric of deceits. They never saw with 
open eye Mount Sinai's terror. Its thunder never rolled 
through their awakened conscience. They know nothing of 
the Law's pure code. Its curse has never struck them to the 
ground. Their wound seems slight. A slight remedy will 
therefore cure. Their need seems little. Human absolution, 
and human sprinklings, and human prayers, will therefore 
make them safe. Oh ! it will be dreadful to awake from such 
a dream, when the white throne is set, and God requires a 
righteousness as vast as God. 

Beader, if you have fled from Sinai to the cross, this right- 
eousness you have. Christ has fulfllled for you its utmost 
code. Christ has endured for you the total of its direst curse. 
The Law completely satisfled, claims heaven for you. Mount 
^oreb's steps exalt you to the heights of glory. Its Toice of 
thunder hymns you to salvation's rest. 



THE WiaiNG SERVANT. 



" Bis master shall bore his ear through with an awl ; and Tie shall sens 
him jot ever** Ex. xxi. B. 

As in nature's field, so in IsraeFs story, almost every object 
reflects Christ. Happy the hand, which holds a key to open 
the rich treasure's door ! Happy the soul, which learns the 
art of feasting at the hallowed board ! To see Christ now by 
faith is heaven begun. To see Christ soon in glory will be 
heaven complete. 

The narrative before us seems at first glance to tell but ft 
simple incident of domestic life. An Hebrew servant is t!ii6 
subject of the tale. His period of servitude is past. AU 
claims have, therefore, ceased. He has now the option to 
breathe freedom's air. But freedom has no charms for him. 
Attachment binds him to his master's home. His dearest joys 
are there. His hearty language is, *• I love my master, my 
wife, and my children ; I will not go out free." Ex. xxi. 5. 

A new ordinance is appointed to sanctify this willing offer 
of perpetual service. The judges must bear witness. An 
inflicted wound must also be a visible and enduring seal. 
" His master shall bring him unto the judges : he shall also 
bring him to the door or to the door-post; and his master 
ahall bore his ear through with an awl, and he shall servo 
him for ever." Willing consent is thus proclaimed. The 
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testifying brand is fixed. And a loved work, while life shall 
last, is grasped by self-deyoting hands. 

It may perhaps come, as a new thought to some, that in this 
servant's choice, and in this constant love, Jesus reveals Him- 
self. But doubts are worse than folly, when the Spirit speaks 
from His high seat. Bead, then, the 40th Psalm. There faith 
ascends in heaven-high flight. It hears the eternal Son, in 
close communion with the eternal Father. It catches these 
wondrous notes. ''Sacrifice and ofiering Thou didst not desire ; 
Mine ears hast Thou opened," or digged. Ps. xl. 6. Jesus 
announces the amazing fact. Father, Mine ears are digged by 
Thine hand. 

Here is a column of grand truth. Bead it, sons of men. 
Bead it, my soul. Hell sees it, and turns pale. Heaven sees 
it, and resounds with praise. These words state at once, that 
Jesus becomes man. They speak of " ears." None can have 
these, except they wear the garments of our fiesh. We have 
the Spirit's comment. He writes in after pages, as a co-equal 
clause, " a body Thou hast prepared Me." Heb. x. 5. 

But more than this is taught. The ears are "digged." Here 
a clear finger points to the Willing Servant's pledge. We see 
the God-man stooping to the lowest grade. He seeks a servant's 
office, and a servant's toil. Jehovah's fellow is Jehovah's work- 
man in the labour-field of grace. For God to take our nature 
in royal state, and on the throne of worlds, would be grace 
beyond all thought. But to be man in lowest bonds of ser- 
vitude is grace, which none but Jesu's heart can know. 

We have, then, in this abject state, a speaking portrait of 
Christ's love. This image is the sweetest fountain of His 
people's peace. It is the deepest mystery set forth in simplest 
terms. Henee Scripture, labouring to rereal the Lord, presents 
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the Servant's figure in repeated terms. The Father's Yoice 
announces, "Behold My Servant, whom I uphold." Is. xlii. 1. 
And again, "Behold I will hring forth My Servant the Branch.*' 
Zech. iii. 8. Jesus meekly adds, " I am among you as one, 
that seryeth." The Spirit echoes, " Who, being in the form 
of God, thought it not robbery to be equal with God : but 
made Himself of no reputation, and took upon Him the form 
of a Servant." Phil. ii. 6, 7. 

He is a servant, whose time and toil are not his own. Strong 
obligations bind him to execute another's will. 

Keader, come now and mark the service, to which God calls 
His Son. It is to build the fabric of salvation. What strength, 
what zeal, what might, what wisdom, what patience, what 
endurance, what self-sacrifice, are needed ! Survey the hin- 
drances. In depth they reach to hell. In height they mount 
to heaven. Their breadth and length extend illimitable arms, 
A countless multitude of immortal beings lie in the vile quarry 
of vile sin. They must be rescued from this misery's cell.— 
They must be meetened with all-beauteous grace. Each soul 
is black with stains more countless than the ocean's sands. 
These stains must disappear. Each owes a debt of infinite 
amount. This must be cancelled. Each is most justly sen- 
tenced to eternal woe. This sum of wrath must be endured. 
Each is weighed down beneath the Law's stem curse. This 
burden must be borne away. Satan has riveted his iron chains 
around each. These fetters must be broken off. The walls of 
his dark prison-house enclose them. The mighty barrier must 
be levelled. They are all loathsome in most filthy rags. White 
raiment must be wrought for them. In each the nature it 
estranged from God. This must be changed in every pulse, 
zoA every &eling. A new heart must be implanted. Old 
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things must pass away. Grace must commence its new-bom 
reign. They are as scattered outcasts in a wide world's wil* 
demess. All must be brought to hear one Shepherd's yoice, 
and feed in one most holy fold. All must be set before the 
Father's throne, clear of all guilt, free £rom all charge, pure 
as God, blameless as heaven, bright as eternal day. 
I Such is Jehovah's gracious wilL !N'ot all the hosts of angels 
or of men can render aid. Deity's whole might is needed to 
subserve this cause. 

There is a train, too, of revealing types. They must be 
accurately answered. There is a volume of prophetic promise. 
AU must be fulfilled. There is a fearful catalogue of righteous 
threat. All must be executed. Each holy attribute presents 
strong claims. Each must be fully satisfied. God is cast down ; 
His empire is a broken reed ; His sovereignty is a shadow's 
shade, unless justice remains just, and truth continues true, 
and holiness shines forth inviolate. It is no easy task to rise 
these glories to a nobler throne. But such is the service, 
which must be performed. 

O my soul, rejoice, be glad, give thanks, shout praises; a 
Willing Servant undertakes to do it. my soul, rejoice, be 
glad, give thanks, shout praises, while you draw nearer and 
behold the fulfilment. 

The time to work arrives. Will Jesus now draw back ? It 
cannot be. ''Lo, I come," is still the language of His willing 
heart He must, then, stoop to put on human fiesh. He must 
be one in lowly nature with our race. He shrinks not. He 
lies a babe of Adam's stock. He takes our kinsman's place* 
He, for whom heaven is no worthy home, is cradled, as the 
meanest child of earth. Jehovah's service— man's redemptions- 
demands descent to depths thus low* 
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Salvation's Servant must go slowly on tbrongli every stage 
of suffering life. Be it so. It is His meat and drink to do 
His Father's will. "We find not one reluctant pause. He dwells 
unknown in a despised town. He toils, as workman, with a 
workman's tools. Each cup of degradation is wrung out. 

The final scene — the bitterest effort comes. Will Jesus 
shrink ? He hastens forward to meet all. Go with Him to 
the garden- woe. There torturing agonies collect, which human 
thought is far too weak to grasp. The sufferer stands laden 
with His people's guilt. He is not spared. Wrath rushes 
down with outpouring fury. He meekly bows before the just 
infliction. The Willing Servant pays the whole debt, bears 
the whole curse, receives each crushing load, exhausts each 
vial. All heaven hears the voice, ** I have glorified Thee on 
earth, I have finished the work, which Thou gavest Me to do." 
John xvii. 4. 

And now the cross is reared. The scaffold stands. WiU 
Jesus hesitate ? He is the Willing Servant to the end. Man's 
bitter hate drives in the nails. Hell makes its direst onset. The 
Father hides His smile. All earth, all heaven, desert Him. 
But Jesus willingly serves on, until the mightiest of all mighty 
words sounds forth, " It is finished." Yes ! Salvation is ac- 
complished. Bedemption is secured. Each type is answered. 
Every payment is paid down. Each penalty is thoroughly 
endured. The curse is drained. Satan is vanquished. Hell's 
borders are despoiled. His people are all free. The Father's 
will is done : — the holy service is performed : — Jehovah's 
Servant has acted out the glorious work. '' It is finished." 

my soul, you may indeed stand fearless on the rock of 
this completed service. The work is done, is fully done, is 
done for ever. * 
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The heavens again receive Him. The Servant enters with 
a Victor's crown. There He still serves. Salvation's pyramid 
consists of countless stones. All must be found, and fitly 
framed together. They lie on many a mountain's brow ; in 
many a hidden vale ; on many a distant plain. Each is a 
precious soul. Each must abhor the loathsomeness of self ; 
and joy in Jesu's blood ; and cling with faith unfeigned to His 
saving arms. 

By day, by night, without one moment's pause, Jesus pursues 
the work of winning souls. He sends His Spirit on the wings 
of love. He calls and qualifies subserving ministers. At His 
command they raise the beacon of the cross. Devoted mis« 
sionaries break all endeariilg ties, and seek the outcasts beneath 
tropic suns, in ice-clad rocks, and amid tribes, which Satan 
holds in death-cold bonds. 

Thus Christ still serves the purposes of grace. A mighty, 
voice cries. Come. And all, who are ordained to life, obey. 
Onward the healing waves will roll, until the blessed com- 
pany is full. Then comes the end. The glorious plan is 
gloriously finished. The kingdom is delivered to the Father. 
The "Willing Servant shows the collected mass all gathered in — 
all saved. Not one is lost. Not one is absent. Each member 
of the mystic body fills its place. 

Beader, at that day where will be your place ? Oh ! pause. 
Put not the question from you. Perhaps you sigh ; I would be 
numbered with the saved — but how can 1 have hope ? Tell me, 
where is your fear ? Is it, lest the tremendous billows of your 
sins should swell above His willingness to Rave ? If all the 
guilt of all the lost multiplied and magnified beyond all power 
to count or measure, weighed heavily upon your conscience, 
still venture to His feet. The wiUing Jesus wiU not cast you 
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out. His hearty His love, His zeal, His pity. His bleeding 
wounds, His undertaken office, all forbid. Let not His acts 
on earth, let not His Toice from heaven, be in vain. Did 
misery ever seek relief from Him, and not receive more than 
a ready welcome ? 

Fly forth in spirit to the bright saints in light. The tes- 
timony from each rejoicing heart is one. They all give glory 
to a willing Jesus. 

With united voice they tell, that when they cast their ruined 
souls upon Him, He tenderly embraced, and sweetly cheered, 
and fully pardoned, and entirely saved. 

Hear now His voice. Throughout ftie Bible, and from faith- 
ful lips, it still is sounding, — Wilt thou, — ^Wilt thou be made 
whole ? 

Be then persuaded. Tarry not. Let this accepted moment 
find you a willing suppHant at a willing Saviour's cross. None 
ever perished, because Christ would not hear. !N'one ever fell 
into the burning lake^ because He turned from the beseeching 
cry. 

But stay, there is another word. It seals perdition on all, 
who stand apart. Take heed, lest it enclose you in its hope- 
less doom. '< Ye wiU not come to me, that ye might have life." 
John v. 40. 



THE AEK OF THE COVENANT. 



V " They shall make an ark" Ex. xxv. 10. 

Keadeb, come see the chiefest wonder of the wondrous Taber- 
nacle. It is the Ark. For this the holy tent was reared. For 
this the holiest place was set apart. This is the richest jewel 
of the sacred casket — the topstone of the hallowed pile. 

Its form was first flisplayed in heaven. God gave the plan 
to Moses. In heaven it still is visible to faith. John saw it 
with enraptured eye. We read, "The temple of God was 
opened in heaven, and there was seen in His temple the Ark 
of His testament." Kev. xi. 19. 

All this exhibits Christ. He is the Ark of redemption, the 
scheme of which was drawn above. In Mness of time it was 
set up below. And now it shines, and ever shall shine, the 
glorious glory of the new Jerusalem. 

When God describes the holy vessels, observe, this takes 
precedence. He first shows that, which shows His Son most 
clearly. It is His will, that Christ should be set forth, without 
a cloud, in full-orb splendour. May the same mind be ours ! 
May He fill up the foreground of each thought and work ! Let 
no reserve, let no unworthy veil obscure the brightness of His 
brightest smile. God puts the glories of His first-bom first. 
Woe to the man, who hides Him in the rear ! 
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The Ark is a plain chest. Its length is not four feet. Its 
height and hreadth are scarcely more than two. Jesus is 
simple majesty. He needs no art to decorate His grace. It 
is impure and pitiable taste, which craves for outside show. 

The substance of the Ark is wood. This proves an earthly 
birth. Trees spring from this our lower soil. Here Jesus is 
portrayed the Woman's Seed — the kinsman of our race. 
my soul, ponder more and more Christ's visit to our low abode. 
He takes our prison rags, that He may bear our prison woe. 
He becomes man, that with man's lips He may exhaust our 
cup of wrath. Christ's sufferings in the flesh leave us no 
sufferings to pay. 

This is no common wood. Corruption cannot soil it. It 
defies decay. So human nature, as put on by Christ, is human 
nature without spot of sin. It is a lovely sight to see man 
treading earth, and no mire cleaving to the feet — and breathing 
our polluted air, without infection's taint. 

The Ark is more than wood. Its every part is covered with 
pure gold. This metal, put over the coarse case, shows that 
our Jesus is much more than man. Grand truth ! Sing, ye 
heavens, and rejoice earth. The lowly Saviour is the mighty 
Qod. Vain were the wounds, the blood, the agony, the death, 
unless the merit have a boundless worth. One soul, which 
never sinned, might buy one sinning soul from curse. But 
Jesus satisfies for multitudes, many as the seashore grains, and 
countless as the stars of night. His Deity enables. His every^ 
act and every pain is measureless as God can be. Infinite 
deaths are died upon His cross. Infinite obedience is wrought 
out in His life. my soul, look often at the Ark. It witnesses, 
that Christ is very man, and spotless man — and man conjoined 
with perfect Deity : and so the Saviour, whom your oase requires. 



THE A-RK OF THE COYENANT. 101 

A orotm surrounds the summit. This speaks of kingly state. 
And is not Christ a king ? The Father's voice decides it ; 
** Yet have I set My King upon My holy hill of Zion." Ps. 
ii. 6. The Spirit cries aloud, " He hath on His vesture, and 
on His thigh a name written, King of kings, and Lord of 
lords." Rev. xix. 16. Who will not add, Lift up your heads 
O portals of my heart, and let the King of Glory enter in ? 
Happy they, who give Him the throne ef every thought, and 
crown Him daily with high crowns of praise ! Let the un- 
godly pierce Him with mockery's thorns. Header, place on 
His brow the jewel of your ransomed soul. 

Coffers are made to hold some treasure. They are the cus- 
tody of precious things. That surely, then, must be a price- 
less prize, which shall be guarded within walls like these. And 
80 it is. The Ark receives the Tables of the Law. God had 
revealed His will. He had drawn on a chart His own trans- 
cendant holiness. This transcript of the eternal mind was 
folded in this chest. Now look to Christ. He is the Law- 
cantaining Ark. The Spirit, not the letter, dwells in Him. 
The world reviled this code. Man cast it from him. Christ 
gave Himself to be its sacred home. He hid it in the chambers 
of His breast. Hear His appeal, " I delight to do Thy will, 
My God ! yea. Thy law is within My heart." Ps. xl. 8. 
Christ is embodied Law. 

Next, the Ark is covered. A lid of solid gold is placed for 
especial purpose, and with especial name. The purpose is to 
hide the Law from every eye. This brings us to the glorious 
work of Christ. The Law has a stern voice. Mark its require- 
ments. They are very long and very wide. Their breadth 
embraces the whole of each man's life. They rigidly exact 
obedience, without one falter or one flaw. Mark, to3, its 
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curse. It has one fearfdl threat. Eternal ruin is trans-' 
gression's doom. Christ comes to hide these terrible demands^ 
He spreads Himself along the vast dimensions of the reqairing, 
and the condemning code. His life is satisfaction to the whole. 
So, too, He bears its utmost penalties. He suffers, till its wrath 
can take no more. God looks upon His Son. He finds obe- 
dience rendered, and the curse endured. An exact coyering 
conceals all claims. "No part appears to ask for further dues. 

The lid has an especial name. It is the Mercy-seat. We now 
are taught, why pure gold, without any admixture, is its sub- 
stance. Mercy has no birth-place, but in heaven. It yearns, 
indeed, over our fallen race. It speeds, indeed, to earth. But 
its high origin is far above. Hence nothing but pure gold- 
God's emblem — can form this Mercy-seat. It is a fitting name. 
Por what is mercy, but Christ in His finished work ? Christ 
is the ocean, in which every drop is infinite compassion. He 
is the mountain towering above mountains, in which every 
grain is God's own goodness. He is the mirror of God's loving 
heart — the pinnacle of tender grace. O my soul, know the 
fuU comfort of the Mercy- seat. When your short-comings fiU 
you with dismay, see Christ — your mercy — spreading His own 
robe around you ; when threatening thunders peal, seek safety 
in His covering side. Bless Jesus more aud more. His mercy 
riielters. His mercy saves. His mercy endutjes for ever. 

Can more be added to the Ark ? Faith fain would see some 
token of redeemed souls. It looks again, '^or looks in vain. 
At either end a cherub has its place. No foreign metal frames 
this glittering pair. They and the Mercy-seat are of one piece. 
, Aloft they spread their wings — thus shadowing the lid. Their 
faces turn towards each other, but look intently on the seat 
below. Eeader^ come learn some obvious lessons from thes^ 
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mystic forms. They rest upou the Mercy-seat. The heihs of 
life have no dependence hut on Christ. On Kim they lean for 
every help. On Him they cast the burden of their sins. "Other 
foundation can no man lay, than that is laid, which is Jesus 
Christ." 1 Cor. iii. 11. 

They are, too, part and parcel of the Lord. He is the 
Head — they are the members. One sap pervades the stem and 
branch. Christ's Spirit animates each fibre of the Church. All 
are *' partakers of the divine nature.'* 2 Pet. i. 4. 

Their expanded wings proclaim their readiness for instant 
work. The cry of grateful love is always one : " Lord, what 
wilt Thou have me to do ?" Speak but the word, and swiftly 
I will fly. My plumes delight to speed in Thy behalf. 

They turn towards each other. Oneness of purpose, oneness 
of heart, oneness of action, is the pure' mark of God's pure 
eons. They look not to their own, but to the common weal. 
Without diverging glance, in harmony and love, they seek the 
glory of their glorious Lord. 

But every eye is riveted on Christ. They dwell with prying 
gaze on the mysteries of the Mercy-seat. They have no look 
for other objects — nor mind for other knowledge. Their sigh 
is, Oh ! that we might know Him more and more ; and see 
with clearer view the wonders of His person, His grace. His 
love. His work. The more they search, the more they learn. 
The more they learn, the more they crave. Eternity must end, 
before the end of Christ be reached. 

A promise, bringing heaven down to earth, surmounts the 
whole. God adds, " There will I meet with thee, and I will 
commune with thee from above the Mercy-seat." Ex. xxv. 22. 
The anxious soul wiU often breathe the longing thought, "Oh! 
that I knew where I might And Him." Header, there is no 
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doubt. The spot is fixed. Gome to the Mercy-seat There 
God is present to hear, to answer, and to bless. There He will 
open all His heart, and deal as Mend with Mend, in all the 
freenesa of familiar love. Then linger not. Plead Christ, 
your law-fulfilling righteousness. Claim Christ, your law- 
appeasing victim. Show Christ as " set forth of God to be a 
propitiation," or Mercy-seat, " through faith in His blood." 
Erom. iii. 25. As you draw near, God will draw near to you. 
In Christ you come. In Christ He meets you. The Mercy- 
seat joins you to God. The Mercy-seat joins God to you. 

Will any say, the Ark of Moses is no more ? True. When 
the Temple fell, this framework disappeared. But Christ, the 
substance, ever lives. In heaven the Throne of Grace cannot 
be moved. The name is changed, but the reality is one. 
Material forms are lost. Essential blessings have eternal life. 
Yes. While need lasts we may go boldly to a ready throne. 
God waits with open hand. With open hand His people take. 
my soul, pass often through the parted vail. You wiU return 
laden with mercies — ^rich in grace — ^refreshed with heavenly 
converse — and meetening for a heavenly home. 

Moreover, the Ark had staves. By these the priests con- 
veyed it It was the constant centre of the marching host 
It moved, or tarried ,- as they moved or stayed. Thus Christ 
abides, the inmate of the faithful heart. At home, abroad, 
in solitude, in work, indwelling Deity gives dignity and 
peace. 

The staves might not be taken out They kept their place 
in readiness for instant movement. It is true, that Christ 
never finally deserts His own, who once have welcomed Him. 
But let them watch, and pray, and hold Him fast with clinging 
love, and fervency of zeal. For if the world creeps in, and 
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rival lusts are fondled, His gracious sirnlo wiU cease to cheer, 
His precious presence wiU seem to vanish. 

Let congregations, too, and churches fear. The staves give 
warning, that departure may be near. The Gospel comes. It 
calls. It is not heeded. What then ? It passes on, and may 
be no more heard. The true Light has shone on many a spot, 
which now is dark as death's dark vale. 

Header, let not the Ark thus speak to you in vain. Receive 
it, prize it, and Obed-edom's blessings will enrich you. 2 Sam. 
vi. 11. Enshrine it in your heart. Then all strongholds of 
sin, like Jericho, will fall before it. The idols of self-righteous 
forms will lie, like shivered Dagons, at its feet. And when 
you reach the stream of Jordan, Christ, the true Ark, will lead 
you onward, and paxtiDg waters will be your passage to the 
land of rest. 



THE TABLE OF SHEW-BREAD. 



** Thou shall also make a table,** Ex. xxr. 23. 

Uradkr, have you passed the threshold of the home of grace? 
Is soul-death behind you ? Is soul-life your portion ? If so, 
you daily hunger for divine repast. The proof of life is sui^* 
The new-bom craves for food. And no food satisfies, but Christ 
Himself. 

These lines are written to commend such feast. A Table 
here is spread, of which the whole provision is Christ's person, 
and Christ's work. The saints of old found their abundance 
here. Yet there is more. The banquet still is rich. The 
Spirit's call is ever heard, " Eat ye that, which is good, and 
let your soul delight itself in fatness." Is. Iv. 2. 

Our gracious God directs, "Thou shalt also make a Table of 
shittim-wood, and overlay it with pure gold." Observe this. 
The thought and plan are wholly from above. It is no human 
pattern or design. God loved, God willed, God spake. As 
Christ is the offspring of free grace, so grace contrives each 
image, which reveals Him. 

In height it is co-equal with the Ark. The measure of its 
length and breadth is less. Its substance is identically one. 
The inward frame is that choice wood, of which the virtue 
could resist all taint. The outside shines in the chaste splen- 
dour of pure gold. 
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Header, revolye the precious teaching of these chosen signs. 
Their terms are plain. They show the redemption-wonder. 
Wood is conjoined with gold. This is poor manhood taken 
into God. This is the Godhead linked to our mean flesh. Gt>d 
remains God, and yet is man. Man remains man, and yet is 
one with God. Such is our Jesus, — ^moving, working, dying, 
upon earth. Such is our Jesus, — sitting, working, reigning, 
in the heavens. 

Beader, let ceaseless praises prove, that your gratitude dis- 
cerns this truth. Cry out, and shout — Christ is man ; His 
doings are put down as mine. Christ is God; His doings must 
suffice. 

The Table is well-stored. Christ is the richness of all rich 
supply. Count all the drops' of ocean : and all the grains, 
which form our globe : and all the rays, which pour down 
from the sun. They are mean scantiness compared with Him. 
View other boards. The dainties of the world are choking 
dust. The hungry eat, and hunger bites with sharper tooth. 
Self is a barren waste. No soul of man can reap refreshment 
in that blighted field. The mere outside of forms and rites 
is unsubstantial, as the passing doud. Many, indeed, apply ; 
but disappointment mocks them all. The same is true of every 
board, but Christ. He is the one abundance, which abounds 
for ever. He is the one frill Table, which is ever frill. 

But what is the supply ? It is bread. '' Thou shalt set 
upon the Table Shew-bread before Me always." Ex. xxv. 30. 
Paith knows this emblem well. It has often sat in rapture at 
the feet of Jesus, and heard His own lips say, "I am the bread 
of life.'' It knows, too, the reviving taste. It has found Christ 
to be its staff of strength : — the healthful juice of its exhausted 
powers. 
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But bread is formed of grain, which earth brings forth, and 
labour grinds, and culinary process kneads, and oven's heat 
completes. Christ is all this. He is bone of our bones, flesh 
of our flesh. The heavy burden of man's sins bruised Him to 
powder — crushed Him to the grave. All hell put forth its art 
to sift Him, as the wheat is shaken. And all the fl imes of 
God's wrath blazed fiercely round Him. Thus He became the 
Bread of God — the saving food of souls. 

Will any meal avail to make this consecrated mass ? What 
Baith the Lord ? '* Thou shalt take fine flour." Lev. xxiv. 5. 
No unclean grain, no refuse husk, no worthless chafl^, can taint 
this holy lump. AU its material is pure perfection. Here is 
Christ's manhood, as free from evil, as God's life can be. This 
truth is precious. The anxioul^ soul will often ask, May I lie 
down and die, without one fear, on Christ ? The Spirit uses 
sword after sword to slay each doubt. Ho testifies by frequent 
word, in frequent t3rpe, that sin could no more touch Him, 
than man's hand can reach God's throne, or soil the sun with 
stains. 

A name distinguishes this food. It is called Shew-bread. 
The term implies Bread of faces, or Bread of presence. There 
is a length of truth wound up in Bible-titles. As we unfold 
them, there seems to be no end. We here are taught, that 
this Bread spread forth before Jehovah's face — laid out in His 
immediate presence. This is an emblem of our Lord. There 
nover has been moment, in which He lived not the darling of 
the Father's eye. There never can be. He says, "Before the 
worlds were framed, I was by Him, and I was daily His 
delight, rejoicing always before Him." Prov. viii. 30. Gk)d 
viewed Him, then, as the one centre of His heart's desire. 
And never can His eye stray from Him. He views Him Btill 
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with loying gaze, as baying executed all His purposes of 
grace — as having magnified His name beyond all bonour — as 
baying yindioated the majesty of trutb and justice. All, that 
God is, finds sweet refreshment in this Presence-bread. 

The number of the loaves is fixed. They must be twelve. 
** Thou shalt set them in two rows, six in a row, upon the 
pure Table, before the Lord." Lev. xxiv. 6. There is sweet 
meaning in this gracious rule. The twelve express the tribes 
of Israel. Each has allotted place on the presenting board. 
These classes had their differing marks. In size, in wealth, 
in promises, in privilege, in heritage, their state was diverse. 
But here not one is overlooked : not one is put aside. The 
Table sets all equally in order before God. 

The numbered tribes are a clear picture of the numbered 
Church. Hence every child of faith is present in the Presence- 
bread. They all are members of the Lord. They all in Him 
appear before the Father's eye. Degrees of faith may vary. 
8ome may but touch with trembling hand the very edge of 
Jesus' garment. Others may live with their enraptured head 
upon His very breast. But, if there be vital faith, there is an 
oneness with the Lord, which never, never can be parted. 
Christ holds each one within Himself. He shows Himself 
the compound of them all. They lived in Him. They died 
in Him. They rose in Him. They sit together in heavenly 
places in Him. God's look, which rests upon His Son, sees 
them. The love, which smiles on Jesus, smiles on them. 

Believer, whatever be your need, your misery, your sense 
of sin, your loathing of vile self, turn to the Table of Shew- 
bread. Your image there is comely. Christ lives to represent 
you. While God delights in Him, He must delight in you. 
He ever sees you wrapt up in His Son. 
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The Bread received a crown upon its summit. The crown 
was frankincense. Thus constant fragrance shed delight around. 
Christ is sweet savour. The sin-removing blood, the interceding 
prayer, the spotless righteousness, the incense of the finished 
work, are heaven's own myrrh. 

my soul, is Christ this frankincense to you ? Ton hear 
the voice, " This is My beloved Son, in Whom I am well 
pleased." Is there the glad response, This is my beloved 
Saviour : in Him, I am indeed well pleased ? 

On the return of every Sabbath morn, the Priests brought 
fresh supplies. At no moment was the Table void. Ye minis* 
ters of Christ, mark well this fact. It is a sign, which teaches 
you, how you must teach your flocks. 

The Sabbath hours are golden time. The Pulpit opens to 
you. Assembled crowds hang on your lips. The hungry press 
round you to be fed. What bread do you produce ? No food 
can satisfy, which is not Christ. This must be gathered in 
the fair fields of Scripture, where nothing grows, but holiest 
grain. It must be sifted with most anxious search. It must 
be worked upon the knees. It must be turned with agonizing 
prayer. It must be always new : but always one. Its savour 
must be fresh, as morning dew. But still its savour most be 
only Christ. 

The Presence-bread was still the same in substance and in 
form — but newly placed and newly meetened for its sacred use. 
Sirs, look well to this. A dwindled and decaying flock might 
move angelic hosts to tears. But dwindle and decay they must, 
if the bread be poison, or if the food be stale. Woe to the 
preacher, who thus sins ! There can be no excuse. The Bible 
is before him. It is a storehouse, in which Christ is All— 
and ever new. Will he not take, that he may give ? Will he 



THE TABLE OP SHEW-BSEAD. Ill 

not ^ve, that lie may save from death ? Hark to the moan of 
many a famished soul; I starve— this food is Christless. I 
starve — this food is tasteless. 

The Bread removed, hecame the Priests' repast. "Within the 
holy place, they ate the holy food. There is especial care for 
those, who do especial work. And why ? They have especial 
need. Such is the pastor's case. What cares oppress ! What 
toils exhaust ! What anxious days and nights heat down ! 
But Jesus calls him to the secret chamher of His presence, and 
feeds him with the first-fruits of His truth. Thus with new 
power he runs anew his sun-like course. But woe, indeed, to 
him, who shows a Saviour, whom he has never seen, and 
preaches Christ from Christless heart — ^with Christless lips. 
Sirs, there is a voice from Balaam's bed of fire, there is a 
wail from the low cell of Judas, which warns with an appalling 
note. Let none take Christ upon the preaching lip, who do 
not feed on Him with ravished heart. 

But here is food for the whole family of faith. In Gospel- 
day, the lowest servant is a Priest to God. B«v. i. 6. Hence, 
all are welcomed to the Presence-bread. Children of grace, 
know your high privilege. The board, with all its treasures, 
is for you. Look to the Presence-bread again. It tells you 
what is the true act of faith. Is it enough to hear of food ? 
Is it enough to see, to smell, to touch ? Oh ! no. Hearing 
and sight remove no hunger — and supply no strength. To 
gain support, the lips must taste ; — the food must circulate 
throughout the frame. So Christ must be received in all His 
grace, in all His truth, into each fibre of the heart and souL 
He must be present in the inner man, life of our life, strength 
of our strength, health of our health, joy of our joy. 

Beader, is your soul craving thus for Christ ? Is it thus 
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feasting on Him ? He is before you. You have not far to seek. 
Faith can receive at any moment, and in any place. It cries, 
'*Lord, evermore give us this bread" — and as it cries, it takes— 
and as it takes, it joys — and as it joys, it blesses — and is it 
blesses, it takes more — and strengthens more — and shows its 
greater strength in greater labours, and in louder praise. 

But perhaps you care nothing for this Table of Shew-bread. 
May God the Spirit in mercy lead you to it ! Hark ! He cries, 
"Come, for all things are now ready." "Will you refuse? 
Remember Eve. The tempter showed her the forbidden fruit 
How easily she yielded — ^how quickly took ! He now shows 
you the husks, and rubbish of the world. "Will you be as 
easily enticed ? Sin touched, sin tasted, sin digested, is hell 
and all helVs pains. But come to this Table. Take Christ — 
love Christ — ^feed daily, hourly, on Christ — and yours is the 
fulness of joy now — and all heaven's blessedness for ever. 



THE GOLDEN CANDLESTICK. 



" Thau »haU make a Candlestick of pure gold; of beaten work shall the 
Candlestick be made" Ex. xxv. 31. 

Bbadeb, in holy thought enter the holy Tent. You pass a 
curtain rich in richest hues. Then what a scene appears ! Light 
in its loveliest softness gleams around. The pure-gold sides^ 
the pure-gold vessels, the sparkling canopy, the cheruhied vail 
oast hack resplendent rays. 

Whence flows this tide of day ? The orbs of heaven lent not 
their aid. No sun-gleam plays, no moon-beam sleeps, upon 
the radiant walls. A Candlestick alone lifts high a seven- 
crowned head : and night is no more known. 

Faith looks, and soon discerns the truth of the bright vessel. 
Glad memory recalls the word, '* The city had no need of the 
sun, neither of the moon, to shine in it, for the glory of God 
did lighten it, and the Lamb is the light thereof.*' Rev. xxi. 
23. It sees, that this must be an image of that heavenly 
home, in which Christ is the full light. The light, then, here 
exhibits Sim. Christ is the seven-lamped Candlestick. 

It is so. All is darkness without Him. 

Let us now pause, and trace with humble prayer the beauties 
of this Gospel-portrait. Holy Spirit, we would see Jesus. 
Wilt not thou reveal Him ? No heart of man can learn, ex- 
cept Thy teaching voice go forth. 
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First, what shall be brought to form a stand, which shall 
prefigure Christ ? Our costliest wealth seems mean for such 
high use. Value is valueless beside Him. But earth can only 
give her purest substance. It is pure gold. This is the metali 
then, which God, the great artificer, selects. 

Eeader, this choice proclaims, that Christ is an all-gold 
Saviour. Yes. There is no dross, no flaw, no blemish in Him* 
Mark well His blood. Oh ! wondrous truth. It is divine. 
Divinely it weighs down all mountains of vile sin. Divinely 
it pays all claims of infinite demands. Divinely it sets free 
the debt-bound of a countless family. Divinely it satisfies 
till satisfaction overflows. 

Gaze on His Eighteousness. It also is divine. 6od*s eye 
can never joy in it enough. God's throne can scarcely give it 
worthy seat. This decks the Church in spotless robe. " The 
King's daughter is all glorious within: her clothing is of 
wrought gold.*' 

Give ear to His unfailing prayer. Its incense is perpetual 
fragrance. Its power moves the heart of God. It cannot ask 
in vain. Thus golden blessings bless the ransomed race. 

Next, the pure gold is beaten. East-falling blows batter it 
to shape. This image leads us to the stricken Jesus. Ee* 
demption is an agonizing work. It cost but little to form 
countless worlds. It costs but little to sustain them. God 
willed, and they shone forth. He wills, and they still shine. 
But torments without limit must be borne to free one soul frx>m 
sin's dues. 

My soul, ofk ponder this amazing truth. Your sins are many 
as all ocean's sands. Each is most justly dbomed to aU the j 

« 

fury of most righteous wrath. God hates your evil, and is 
pledged to punish. Truth dies, if sin escapes. In pononi or 
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by proxy, you must take its curse. But Jesus is this proxy. 
He " suffers the just for the unjust." He pleads, I come to 
lepreBent a sentenced culprit. Spare him, and pour all punish- 
ment ou Me. God in His grace consents. Wound follows 
wound, till in the deepened grave of scars, all guilt is buried 
£rom His sight. 

But my soul, your case is only one. Salvation's roll has 
names, which baffle number. For each, for all, Christ beas 
aU woes. He shrinks not, till the last sin of His last child is 
fully washed out by His bleeding stripes. Thus Christ is 
bruised. Thus the pure gold is beaten. The anvil and the 
tammer of inflicted blows work out a perfect Saviour. 

The gold is beaten into beauteous form. A luxury of orna- 
ments decks every part. The branches shine as clustered trees 
of fruit and flowers. 

Reader, we thus are led to mark the full-blown loveliness of 
Christ. Say, what is beauty ? Is it not the union of sym- 
metric charms ? Is it not a matchless harmony, in which each 
part adds grace to each ? Is it not a power, which rivets gaze, 
and chains each sense in fetters of delight, and makes the mind 
a flood of ecstacy ? 

Then what is beauty, but Christ Jesus ? Survey His per- 
son. It is our manhood decked in glorious Deity. It is a 
lustre, which outshines the sun. It is a fairness, beside which 
the heavens look black. It is the statue, for which eternal 
counsels cannot raise a pedestal too high. 

Survey His work. It is exact proportion. All claims of 
God, all need of man have their just place. It is a pyramid 
based in eternal love, — crowned with eternal glory. Each 
stone is a saved soul. Each is the mirror of Jehovah's 
greatness. 
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They, who through grace, thus see their Lord, neyer with* 
draw their love. Their hearts are fixed. They heed it not 
It is a vacant hlank. The beauties of Christ eclipse all other 
charms. This is the delight of Scripture. Christ beautifhlly 
shines in every page. This is the sweet relish in each Gospel- 
ordinance. Christ is enjoyed, the savour of the whole. Hence 
springs the longing to depart. To die is to meet Christ £eu)e 
to face. 

Eeader, contrast with this the hell- wild hideoosness of 
writhing fiends. 

The central stem sends forth six branches from its sides. It 
thus presents the image of a spreading tree. And such is Christ. 
At Calvary a little seed is cast into the soil. But soon the 
vigorous sprouts appear. The boughs go forth into all lands : 
and distant nations find luxuriant shade. What though this 
earth is most ungenial to the plant ! Still it thrives, and 
blossoms, and bears fruit : and grateful foliage skreens reposing 
crowds. 

Header, is your calm seat beneath this shelter ? Is your soul- 
feast from these soul- feeding tendrils ? If it be not so, what 
is your hope? where your excuse? You cannot say, that 
Christ's arms spread not above your dwelling. Open your eye; 
behold Him. Stretch out your hand and touch Him. If you 
refuse, you perish. And it is sad death to die beneath the tree 
of life. 

The seven-fold branches support seven-fold lamps. Each 
summit is a coronet of fire. Little would be the profit of the 
costly frame, unless light sparkled from it But it bums 
brightly. This is its especial purpose. The mystic number 
and the constant blaze show Christ a perfect and imfftiUng 
light. 
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Study this first-bom of creation's gifts. It is the life, the 
joy, the grace of nature's world. And is not Christ the life, 
the joy, the grace of the poor sinner's soul ? 

"With^out this inmate, where is the Tabernacle's splendour ? 
Its brilliant colours are all colourless. Its golden walls are a 
dark blank. All form, all shape, all rays are the black same- 
ness of a loathsome vault. The eye looks round on undis- 
tinguishable night. 

Without the sun, where are creation's charms ? The trees 
hang down their withered heads ; the meadows are a noxious 
swamp ; the melody of groves is hushed ; the skies above frown 
as a pall of adamant; the earth's fiowery carpet is an icy rock ; 
death shivers on a frozen throne. 

Such is man's heart, without the light of Christ. It is a 
poisoned marsh — a barren desert — a joyless waste — a ray less 
night — a deathful tomb. It must be so, because God is 
unknown. The great Jehovah is love, and grace, and mercy, 
and tender pity, and power, and wisdom, and truth, and 
holiness, and justice. But where is this discerned? "What is 
the high school of such high thought ? Nature cannot teach 
this. It is not written in the page of providence. The law 
shows nought, but aAgry frowns. Reason's poor taper only 
cheats. Unaided wisdom, with its strongest wing, can only 
flutter in the vale of vanity. No earth-bom eye can catch a 
glimpse of God. 

But let the Sun of Eighteousness arise; let Christ send 
forth His heaven-bright rays. Then the scene changes. Then 
what floods of glory roll the mists away ! The face of Jesus 
shows the tmth of God. Each attribute is seen in Him as 
the clear blue of heaven. All then appear entwined in 
harmony's embrace : taking delight in bringing in salvation. 
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and glorifying God in glorifying man. Behold the orosB. A 
halo round about it writes in golden letters, God hates sin, 
and loves the sinner. He is just, and justifies the ungodly. 
He is righteous, and passes by unrighteousness. He is holy, 
and meetens the unholy for His kingdom. He is free grace, 
and peoples heaven from lost souls. He is glory, and builds 
His glorious palace from the mire of earth's quarry. Christ| 
Christ alone, shows this. Christ, then, is Light. 

Without Christ, too, the matters of this world are but a 
puzzled maze. Poor blinded man sees nothing, as it really is. 
He knows not the true end of being. He takes the tinsel to 
be gold. He counts the gold, as dross. He treasures up the 
chaff as wheat. He casts the precious grain as playthings to 
the wind. All his view is bounded by time's narrow line. 
All his heart is fixed on vanity's vain trifles. He chases 
bubbles on perdition's brink. He profits no one, and he ruins 
self. 

The case is different, when Christ shines inward. The 
opened eye then clearly sees the purpose and the end of being. 
The Bible-lamp then shows, that man's true object is to win 
salvation. Wisdom then cries. Seek pardon for transgression — 
pleas for remission — acquittal at the judgment bar — and hope 
beyond the grave. The Gospel-torch reveals the mighty fact; 
that space is granted to gain grace. Christ brings man to this 
clear-day life. Christ, then, is Light. 

Header, is He the Candlestick within your soul? Then see, 
that its pure blaze ascends. It was the priest's part to trim 
and dress it every mom. It had golden implements to remove 
the dross and to revive the flame. And golden implements are 
ready for your hand. You know them well. Oh ! jaae them 
rightly, and with pious zeal. Prayer, meditation, Sciiptuie- 



THE O0LDE2T CANBLESnCK. 119 

ordinances, holy communion, holy labdurs, are golden tools for 
this most sacred work. God ordained means to tend these 
lamps. He provides helps to fan the flame within you. 

It may be, that you sometimes sit in the dark chamber of 
distress, and doubt, and fear. Your light is dim. But why ? 
The fault is not with Christ. He is still near, and ready to 
shine forth. Arise. Apply the oil, which the Spirit brings. 
In prayer, before the Gospel-page, stir up the fading embers. 
Brightness will soon re-appear, and cheering rays make glad« 
ness more glad. 

Is there a reader, whose heart is not the tabemade of these 
lamps ? Ah ! Sir, your case, indeed, is sad. Your eyes have 
never seen that lovely sight, which is the joy of heaven and 
earth. Gross darkness covers you ; but thicker night awaits 
you. But hark ! A wondrous word calls after you. Oh ! 
that it might rise as Bethlehem's star, to guide you to the 
' Saviour ! Oh ! that it might be the first ray of salvation's orb ! 
Hark ! it cries, '^ Awake, thou that sleepest, and arise &-om 
the dead, and Christ shall give thee light." Eph. v. 14. Christ 
is the giver and the giffc. Christ is the enlightener and the 
light. May you receive ! May you reflect ! 



THE TABERNACLE. 



" Moreover thou shall make the Tahernacle" Ex. xxvi. !• 

The worship of the living God was well known to Israel's 
sons. They had raised altars to His name. The slaughtered 
yictim and the curling smoke had oft declared acquaintance 
with the way of peace. In holy rites, at many a blood-stained 
stone, their faith had used the ordered means. 

But till they reached the base of Sinai, no stated house for 
stated service had been reared. Here fu'st the gracious word 
went forth, ''Let them make Me a sanctuary, that I may dwell 
among them." Ex. xxv. 8. Here mercy planted the earliest 
symbol of God's constant presence. Here earth received her 
eldest model of a consecrated fane. 

Happy the day throughout the camp, when this Tent showed 
its new-bom head. What thrilling joy would beat in every 
heart ? What anxious scrutiny would scan each part ! Header, 
draw near in spirit. Take your stand amid the wondering 
crowd. Admire with them the progress of the work. 

First, a measure-line is drawn. The length extends to forty- 
five feet : the breadth to fifteen. Solid foundations then are 
placed. A belt of silver sockets is laid down. Into this base 
the sides are fixed. These much exceed in preciousness. They 
are composed of choicest wood, and clad in purest gold. Their 
height ascends to fifteen feet. Especial oaxe eoi\}oin8 tiho^ 
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comers. And bars of gold stretch out their binding, arms, to 
make the walls secure. Five shining pillars guard the eastern 
entrance. Bich drapery thence hangs. Such is the outward 
frame. Four pillars rise within, to separate an inner chamber. 
These pillars hold a rail of costly work, to skreen the Holiest 
irom all view* This chanceUed room is fifteen feet in each 
extent. The breadth, the length, the height, are one in 
uniform dimension. The house thus shaped is covered by 
four curtains. The first is wrought with brilliant hues^ and 
sparkles with cherubic forms. A starry canopy thus vaults the 
roof. This is defended by a pure white vest. Next, a strongoir 
skin of red is spread. The outward garment is a coarse sheet 
of rough material. This last completes the structure. 

Such is the firont, which meets the eye. But mark, God 
willed the gracious boon. He drew the plan. He gave the 
model. He inspired the skill. Each part, thep, is His 
wisdom. Each has a Qospel-tongue, Each l^eard aright 
reveals, that '^ Christ is All/' This is not fancy's dream. It 
is the Spirit* s dear-toned lesson. He cries to all the family 
of faith, Look to theTabemade, and behold your Lord. There 
is a pulpit, from which no voice is heard but His. It is the 
Bible. Its pages teach, " We have suph an High Priest, who 
is set on the right hand of the throne of the Majesty in the 
heavens ; a Minister of the sanctuary, and of the true Taber- 
nacle, which the Lord pitched, and not man." Heb. viii. 1, 2. 
This earthly Tabernacle, then, is but a sketch of that fair 
frame of Chrisc, which God, the Holy Spirit, wrought and 
planted in this earth. Again, like testimony sounds in Heb. 
ix. 11, ** Christ being come an High Priest of good things to 
come, by a greater and more perfect Tabemade, not made 
with hands, that is to say, not of this building." The word 
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is pltiiL The TabomaolQ pointo to a mystio f(d>ric^ vhioh 
koBuui hands produce not, whioh humaa ddll eieeti m/t, 
which humaii imperfeotioa taints not. What can tbia be but 
Christ in the flesh, but not of flesh ? S-urelj all doubts take 
wing. Divine authority decides the ftct. Christ ia discanied, 
the «id and exoeUeace of the prediotiTe house^ 

Beader, pursue the due thus found : aad ateep y^ur acid in 
deptika ef heaven^bcni troth* ^ew through this gimk the 
irarieiia parts. 

Bright s^Ter li^niia i)ie base.. Whenee comes thia weaUh? 
"By wkoMy and with what puzpose is it giroi } It is tiie raa- 
sofls-piioe of souls. Bach sandMred child of Israel iHreu^ a 
redemptioii-sam. It wis a silver coin. Wealth might not 
add: «iorpe¥erty subtract. Ex. zxx. 12 — 16. Xhis holy tax 
supplied the base. Ex. xxxviii. 27. 

My soul, what kssena cluster here ! We see how sin destroys, 
li^w grace x^deems. Our liberty is gone— our lift is lost A 
ifyraat dUooss us. J^utice demands its dues. But Jesus is laid 
low. ^Ae earth drinks in His blood. Hia merits are our 
ransom-price. Sis deatii is ranson paid. The Father testiflee 
content, " Ddirer Idm from going down to the pil^, I have 
found a ransom." Jebw xxxiii. 24. The sockets add the echo 
of th^ proof. The Ooq>el«stnictnre rests ou a ransom. Be- 
moYO it, and redemptiou £fdla. Without a pricey the Saviour 
has no sared. But the foundation is most sure. The Taber- 
nacle firmly stands. Oat Qoe^-sockets never can be moved. 

Kext mark, whet qBlendid boards are tightly foatened to 
these pure supports. Two sabstawsei are here combined. Tl^y 
ehew a double nature : and thias proclaim the locamate God. 
Yes! C9ffistisheveinBei^atramaendantblaae^inm«ihood'9 
-ifot)^ puritje. 0»y soul^ how groat^ hew meet ia youj t^ 
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fhonghi Its weight would sink the sinner deeper and deeper 
through unending ages in unfi»thomable gal&. But this holy 
victim bears the countless sins of countless multitcides. What 
can support Hun^ when the ayenging fire falls ? Angels have 
no sufficient arms. The help of worlds would crumUe into 
dust Earth can supply no prop or pillar. Christ ahme can 
now uphold Himself. His Deity alone can keep humanity 
uncruriied. CShrist's only Altar is Himself. 

Eeader^ pause now. Behold God's Altar, and God*8 offering. 
Christ stands, the fire-applying Priest Christ comes^ the fire^ 
receiving Lamb. Christ lies, the fire-sustaining Altar. All is 
sufficient, for all is divine. There is enough in all, for there 
is God in alL 

The wrath breaks forth. The fury is outpoured. Vengeance 
demands her due. The Law exacts its curse. But the burnt* 
ofieiing fails not. Each attribute of God exults. Each sin 
of the whole fsmily is e3q>iated. Christ bears the whole, 
because an Altar, strong as His Godhead, b^ars Him to the 
end. 

There is no sweeter thought on earth — ^there is no louder 
Bongin heaven — ^than praise to the Priest, whooffered — to the 
Lamb, whidi suffered — ^to the Altar, which sustained. 

Header, survey again salvation's fabric in its wondrous parts. 
Extend your hand. Write glory on each stone. It is aU worthy 
of Him, who willed-— of Him, who planned — of Him, who 
wrought it out. God comes. God comes in flesh to die. God 
upholds the victim in His dying. Christ is the gift — ^the 
Altar--the AIL 

My soul, here is a remedy for all your sins. Your need is 
great — ^but the atonement is &r greater. 
Header, this Altar still stands high in heaven. It stands^ 
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and sinners may draw near, and use it Heed, then, a solemn 
-word. Do you discern it with faith's clear eye ? Do you cling 
to it with faith's strong hand ? Do yon prize it, as God's best 
gift ? Do you frequent it, as your soul's loyed home ? Is life's 
main work transacted here ? 

Need, urgent need there is, that hearts should be thus probed. 
Time is, at most, but yery short, and rapid is its ceaseless flight. 
Eternity, with all its magnitudes, is at the door. The last 
breath may be quiyering on the lip. Undying souls are on 
the threshold of eternal doom. And Satan striyes, with eyery 
art, to close our eyes, and lure us to his nets. The world 
sorroimds us with its poisoned-baits. It checks us with its 
sneers and frowns. It courts us with its treacherous smiles. 
Self, too, is no soul-friend. It acts a traitor^s part. It opens 
to the murderous foe. Hence, there is need, that honest lips 
should press home honest truth. Say, then, is Christ the 
precious Altar of your faith, your joy, your hope, your loye, 
your zeal ? Look inward. Search yourself. In eyery age, 
not least in this, Satan erects his many counterfeits, and calls 
them Christ. He decks them with false show. He slopes a 
flowery path to the bewitching snare. He smooths with skilfhl 
hand the slippery descent. He plants the altar of man's fancied 
worth. He prompts the dream, that rubbish dug from nature's 
quarry, and shaped by sin-soiled hands, and worked by rin- 
soiled tools, may form a sufficient base. He bids men offer 
Christ on this, and then lie down content. 

Header, cast such coiled yipers from your breast. What! 
pile sin on sin, — ^add fllth to filth, and call it a meet pedestal 
for Christ! The yery thought is hell's worst lie. No! Christ 
must be all, or nothing. He must do all the work — ^haye all the 
meriti and bear all the glory. Would that they, whose hearts 
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turn fondly towards Home's frauds, would hear. They often 
sound the Altar's name — ^but they tread down the Altar's 
truth. They build, indeed, a Babel-tower. They raise high 
steps, as an ascent to heaven. But is Christ there, the First, 
the Last, the AU? Far otherwise. Man's merit lays the 
broad foundation — ^his tears of self-wrought penitence — his 
long array of self-denials — ^his train of vaunted charities — ^his 
studied postures — and his outside rites, construct the fabric. 
Buch ia i^eir altar. Christ, then, in name, is added, as a fair 
jewel to an earth-made crown. Thus proud conceit and Satan's 
fraud join hand in hand to cast down Christ. 

Eeader, such altars stand on ruin's ground. They decorate 
a downward path. Think ! what the end must be of Christ- 
denying creeds, and Christ-rejecting worship, and Christ- 
ignoring forms ? 

Are you this dreamer? Awake! Awake! Hell has its 
altar, too. On it lost souls lie down for ever. Satan's bellows 
•^nll not cease to blow. Tormenting anguish will not cease to 
fl^. But imperishable victims cannot be consumed. Awake ! 
A^^e ! Behold ! heaven's saving Altar is not yet beyond your 
leach. 



r 



THE PEIEST. 



** Take ihou mio t^ee Aaron % hroHher^ and hU am$ wkh him, Jhm 
afMng the cMliren of Itrael, thai h$ maif muiiut&r unto Me, in the 
Frieze office." £k. xxTui. 1. 

No pencil's art can represent the son. No marble can ezpiess 
the eye. No image can portray Christ's riches. He leaves all 
boundaries behind* But still His knowled|;e is the soul's choice 
food. It is the joy of joys, it is the life of life. 

The tabernacle stood to be the witness of His truth. The 
Altar waa upraised — ^the victims died — ^the incense curled — 
the lamps were Hghted — the shew-bread was presented^ to paint 
in varied way His varied worth. 

These many types taught much. But this fiill cluster is not 
a full picture. A living office, therefore, receives birth. An 
active order is now added. The Priest appears to be an ever-* 
moving semblance of redeeming work. 

Header, we live in times, when erring lips mis-personate our 
Lord. But err we cannot, when we behold Him in the Priestly 
ordinance. 

Our Priest is not on earth. The Spirit witnesses, ''We have 
a great High-priest, that is passed into the heavens." Heb. 
iv. 14. Who can this be but Christ ? Thus Christ is the 
Priest, who ministers for us. Ignorance makes many priests. 
Faith knows but one. 



THE BEAZEN ALTAB. 



** Thou 9kaU wuike on jlifair tf ShiUm^iMod, JiD$ cuMt knff wnd five 
cMta hroad; tb$ AUar shall h$ fouf'Squaref and iA$ height ^kermf 
shaU be three cubiti» And thou ehaU tnake the home of it upon the 
four comere there^i hie horns shall be of the same : and thou shalt 
overlay it with brass**' Ex. xxTii» 1, 2. 

A sPAcioxm cotcrt enclosed the Tabemade. There was admit- 
tance by one only gate. An wor^ppers must pass one door. 
Immediately in front of this the Brazen Altar stx)od. This 
object first arrested Tiew. Each eye most first behold, each 
step must first approach its hallowed stmctore. 

An heayen-tanght souls acknowledge Jesus as the Altar of 
the Church. Most plain instruction fiows^ then, from this 
prominent position. Christ should be fbremost in the heart's 
desires. Each thought should first go forth towards Him. He 
should receive the first-fruits of our lore. His ear should hear 
our earliest praise. He should be fdt, the Alpha of life's every 
move. 

Parents and ministers mark this. In all your teaching make 
Christ the morning-star. Let His sweet rays precede all other 
light. Let other knowledge follow in His rear, and be the 
lowly handmaid of pure wisdom's Lord. 

The Brazen Altar &ced ike entrance-gate. It was a solemn 
sight. Perpetual fire blazed. Perpetual smoke went up. Per- 
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petual Tictims died. Perpetual blood was shed. Perpetual 
offerings came. 

Why must this carnage be ? Who slew all these ? What 
kindled such devouring flames ? These questions lead us to 
an awful truth. Pire is the dreadful sign of wrath. The Altar 
smokes, thed, because wrath is gone forth — ^because trans- 
gressions must paj death. These flames write glaringly, See 
what sin earns. 

Beader, you cannot weigh enough the misery and guilt of sitt. 
It wakes eternal fury. It is the fuel of the quenchless Are. 
And what are you, but one yile mass of sin ? How, then, can 
you escape ? There is one only hope. This Altar shows it. 
Come, now, and see its saying wonders. Come, seek its refuge. 
Come, receive pardon from its blood-stained horns. Pass by 
it — and you pass to bear, unsheltered, the thunderbolts of 
wrath. 

The Altar's component parts first bid us pause. Its twofold 
substance presents the twofold nature of our Lord. If frequent 
types show forth this truth, it is that frequent thoughts may 
cluster round it. If this sweet flower be fragrant in all spots 
of Scripture's field, it is, that grateful hands may pluck it at 
each turn. 

The frame is choicest wood combined with brass. The wood 
alone could not suffice* The flames would quickly give it, as 
ashes, to the sporting winds. A mass, too, of unmingled brass 
would be a weight too cumbrous for s^ journeying host. The 
union fits the Altar for its destined use^ 

Here is our Jesus ; — ^the mighty God-rthe lowly man. As 
God, He deals with Gh>d. As man. He takes the sinner's place. 
The God-man saves, because the God-man suffers. The pains 
sufficed, for they are infinite. He touches heftven and earth, 
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and makes both one. The double substance aptly shows, how 
this rare suitableness combines in Christ. 

The form is square. It stands the massive symbol of solidity. 
It manifests the front, ^hich best resists all efforts to subvert 
it. Faith sees this, and exults in its stronghold. Christ is 
Salvation's Rock. The raging billows of hell's fiiry lash Him 
in vain. Earth's ceaseless hate can give no shock. He sits in 
triumph on the shivered fragments of opposing arms. The wit, 
the arguments, the sneers of man, have all fedlen harmless at 
His feet. The cause of Christ still rears its conquering head. 
He reigns, and ever will reign, immovable in might. 

Header, this image calls us to more deepened trust. Christ's 
truth, Christ's word, Christ's work, can never be cast down. 

This shape presents to every quarter the same front. Be 
the approach from east, trom west, from north, from south, the 
aspect changes not. Thus Jesus meets the sinner's eye, in 
every age, in every place, the same. There is no averted look. 
There is no half reception. There is one broad display of 
manifested and inviting grace. Sinner, four equal sides face 
every point. They meet you at each turn. Expanded arms 
bid you draw near. 

Horns branch, too, from each quarter. These are a well- 
known sign. They speak of all-subduing might. The homed 
tribes move as the forest's terror. When they assail, they 
triumph. Christ is thus armed for conquest. The thought is 
precious. My soul, revolve it oft. Self is a broken arm — a 
pointless dart — a crumbling staff. But strong assaults must 
be repelled : and strong corruptions trodden down : and strong 
temptations baffled : and heavy trials borne. Man's sinews 
cannot wrestle with such foes. But Christ is near. Keceive 
Him as your sword of strength. Leaning on Him, poor worms 
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thresh mountains— and earth's feeblest things do yaliantly. 
Hence the grand power of that wondrous word, '' I can do all 
things through Christ, that strengtheneth me." It is the horn 
of Jesus, which prevails. It never can be broken. Therefore 
His people raise the head : and victory is their crown. 

These horns were more, than types of strength. They were 
realities of refuge. The criminals, who touch, must live. The 
sword of vengeance lost its power here. All peril died. The 
spot was hallowed safety. This is the full security of Christ's 
protecting arms. Satan can no more harm. Can He seize 
Christ, and drag Him firom His throne ? He must do this, 
ere he can pluck the weakest sinner from the breast of Christ 
my soul, let nothing part you from salvation's horns. Let 
all your guilt, let every view of sin, let the dread thunder of 
the threatening lay, let the swift darts of wrath quicken your 
flight to Him. Adhere to Him. Hold £Eist by Hun. Live in 
His wounds. There is no other spot of peace. 

The Altar's main design was to receive burnt-offerings. At 
early mom, throughout the day, at evening's close, the flames 
were bright, the spire of smoke ascended. He has no Gbspel- 
light, who sees not Christ in all this blaze. Each flre-made 
offering typifled His death. 

But on what Altar can Christ place Himself? The promised 
God-man comes to die : what arms are meet to bear Him up ? 
All things below are worse than worthless, for such glorious 
use. If structure could be reared, in which each stone were 
brighter than a million suns, it would be black beside Him. 
Creation has no flt support. When Jehovah's fellow dies, 
Jehovah's feUow must sustain Himself. 

Hen little think, what burdens pressed Him down. The 
least transgression of God's righteous law is load beyond all 
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deeming Lord! All power is His to rescue and to satisfy, for 
"what can resist the boundless might of Qod ? Fitness is His 
to take your place. He bears your flesh. He wears your form. 
This is the fact which wins for Him salvation^s throne. This 
is the troth, on which &ith lives, and joys, and dies^ and soars 
te glory. Hence, types prefigure it, — and prophets sing it : 
and Oospel nairatiTe records it Hence, at each step of Jesus' 
life, the Spirit points. Behold the man — ^Behold the Ood ! A 
babe is cradled in a manger-bed, while wondering angels an- 
nounce ^'Christ the Lord." A mean abode scarce shelters the 
young child; while a new star brings distant sages to His feet. 
He sleeps as weary man: He arises as the mighty GK)d, and stills 
the raging storm. He sits a worn-out traveller by the well : 
but speaks eternal lifb to a dead sinner's souL He weeps in 
human sympathy at the grave : but utters the sovereign man- 
date, '^Lazarus, come forth.'' He moves about as lowliest of 
our lowly race : but at His wordi dumb Eong, lame leap, blind 
see, deaf hear, the weeping smile, each malady departs, and 
homes of anguish brighten with delight : as dying worm, He 
hangs upon the cross : as Lord of life and glory. He snatches 
a poor lost one iro/m the jaws of helL Ab a weak corpse, the 
tomb receives Him. As conqueror of the grave. He strides 
forth in the strength of God. As fiiend. He gives last counsels 
to His friends : as Ood, He mounts to heaven's high throne. 
Thus Scripture labours to fix the deep trotii, that a God-man 
redeems us. 

my soul, grasp tight the tidings. Jnftce of sin, and guilty 
and death, and hell, and judgment, cry out^ and shout, Christ 
is my All, for He is God : Christ is my AH, foi He is God in 
my own form. His manhood qualifies. His Godhead gives 
Him power. He is a j[^ect Savi<rar. Look now upon the 
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wood conjoined with gold, and see, how the bright Tabernacle's 
wall reflects this Gospel of God's grace. 

All skill was used to tighten and to brace the work. The 
comers were most carefully made &st. Five binding bars 
cemented the whole frame. Thus it was compact in sdidity. 
This shows our Jesus as Bedemption's Sampson. What arms 
of might are needed for His task ! Hell's gates aie strong : 
they must be borne away. Heayen's portak move not at a 
slender touch : they must be opened wide. The blows of Satan 
haye terrific force : they must be all sustained. The weight 
of one least sin would crush a million worlds : all must be 
carried far from the sight of God. The cares and need of the 
redeemed are burdens of unmeasured mass. Beneath this load| 
before all shocks, Christ stands unshaken, as these mystic walls. 
Header, you may confide in Him. He cannot fiEJl. Omnipotence 
cements His prowess. 

The Tent was divided. There was a lower and a second 
room. Faith hence is taught, that there are diyerse grades in 
the knowledge of the Lord. They, who see much, may yet 
see more. They, who diye deep, may still go deeper. They, 
who soar high, find higher heights. My soul, let not your 
wings hang down. Let each moment be an onward flight. 
The yail will soon be passed, and heayen display full glories 
to your yiew. 

The entrance-curtain hangs from fiye pillars. Four only 
hold the inner yaiL The lessening number seems to teach, 
that opening space expands to welcome the advancing saint. 
If any find the first gate to be straight, let them press on. 
Each progress leaves some hindrance behind. The end of holy 
conflict and unflinching fiuth is wide admission to the courts 
above. 



TEB XABXBVACLX. 12$ 

Lastljy the coyerings haye a yoioe. Spirit of Traih, speak 
by them to our hearts. The first has no inyitiiig look. Its 
colour shines not. Its texture is unoouth. Thus to the 
worldling, Jesus shows no charms. The eye, which seeks some 
tinsel-glitter will turn away in scorn. But there is folly and 
much peril here. Offence at the meek Savioui^s lowly guise 
may be a rapid downfall into hell's worst depths. 

But while Mth gazesy the aspect changes. The second garb, 
is red. The sign is not ambiguous. It testifies of blood. He, 
who would saye, must die. From wounded sides and pierced 
hands a crimson stream must fiow. This cries for pardoiu 
This atones for guilt This pap all debts. True Gk>spel-hope 
is a rich treasure from a blood-stained field. Pure Gospel- 
light shines from behind a blood-red doud. 

Beneath the red a snow-pure sheet appears. This sign^ too, 
is a Bible-leaf. "We read the spotless purity, which shone in 
Christ. He bears man's fiesh, without one stain of sin. We 
see, too, the deansiug power of His blood. All washed therein 
are whiter than the snow-clad hills. 

But look again. The tent now sparkles in yariety of hues. 
The dazzling forms of shining cherubim adorn it. My soul, 
look onttrard to the day, when Christ your Lord shall come. 
All faithful eyes shall see Him, fSGor in salyation's beauty—^ 
bright in salyation's glory — crowned with salyation's crown- 
praised with salyation's hymns. Header, in that day shall you 
shout and sing? 

We cannot quit the Tent, and not obserye the absence of a 
floor. Solemn the warning ! Nothing, which pictures Christy 
may lie beneath unheeding feet. No paschal blood was wasted 
on the threshold. No type of Christ is trodden down. Let 
the poor scoffer fear. The wages of contempt are paid in helL 
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* * * 

Ano&er lesdon crayes onr hearing. No door is dosed. All 
day, dH night, the Tabernacle stands open. No bolta^ no bars 
obstruct. It se^ms to court approach. Such is the Sayioor 
with His outstretched arms, calling poor sinners to His yery 
heart. The lips of ever- willing loye are ever open. Why will 
ye perish ? Come to Me. 

The Tent was a token of a present GFod. There He was 
pledged to commune with His sons : to show Has &ce : to 
hear their cry : so in Christ Jesus heaven meets earth, and 
earth ascends to heaven. The Father comes and clasps the 
guilty to His arms. The guilty come and find a l^ome in God^ 
Eternal smiles chase fears away-— and recondliation claps her 
hands. The sinner asks-^the Father gives. The Father 
gives — ^the sinner asks yet more. And more bestowed calls 
forth the louder praise. Here meroy sings, and grace exults, 
and happy concord reigns, and love waves high an olive-branch 
of peace. 

Header, leave not this humble tract, until you find, that 
Christ, the Tabemade, makes you thus oi^ with God for ever. 
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Fifst, mntk the call. It is most clear. N6 faumiin mind selects 
thePnest No sel^called man ustitps the woti. Th« service is 
ocdained \ff G^di, Tbe Siioml ord^ has ft door, which none can 
pasa, hut hy divine tM)ffinmnd. The heavenly will thus speaks, 
"Take thou unto thee Aaron thy brother, and his sons with 
him." The pnrpott is distinct ; ^'Ko man taketh this honour 
unto himself, but he tk«t is ealled of God, as was Aaron/' 
Heb. V. 4. In Christ the end is found. "So also Christ glonded 
not Himself, to be mad« an High-Priest; but He, that said 
onto Him, Thou art my 8on» to-day have I begotten Thee." 
Heb. T. 5. 

There is a volume of Instruction here* Christ swiftly flies 
on outstsretched wings of love. But all the flight, and all the 
course, ore in the path, which Gk>d marked out. The Father 
chooses, and the Father sends« ^e Son obey^ and hastens to 
the work. Hence all poor sinners may repose, without one 
fbar, on Christ He comes oommissioned to discharge a settled 
service* He saves according to decree. 

The office is protected bymioth^ fence. None can pass 
through, who have defect. The interdict is stem. All, who 
draw near, must show completeness in complete perfection. 
Thus saith the Lord, "Whosoever he be of thy seed, in their 
generations, that hath any blemish, let him not approach to 
offer the hr^ad of his Ood." Lev. srxi. 17. This leads us to 
explore the all-surpassing worthiness of Christ. He is beauty 
in its foil-blown blaiie, and grace in its most graceM form. 
He is as bright, as Gfod is bright. He is as perfect, as God is 
perfect. Bighteousness is His girdle. Glory is His robe. The 
very heavens are uhclean beside Him. 

Header, keep Jesus always in your sight. The world in all 
its tinsel«>8how will then no more be seen. This admiration 
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has transforming power. Faith looks, and as it looks, an 
inward likeness grows. We ''are changed into the same image 
from glory to glory, even as by the Spirit of the Lord.'* 2 Cor. 
iii. 18. He is the holiest man, who sees by fiiith the most of 
Christ. 

Let Christ, then, take the Priesthood for His people. He 
has full worthiness. No sin ever stained Him. 

Through this vestibule, we may press on to view the Priestly 
work itself. It is a tree of many branches. The main are 
thus described : " Every High-iNnest taken from among men 
is ordained for men in things pertaining to God, that he may 
offer both gifts and sacrifices for sin." Heb. v. 1. At the Altar, 
the chief functions were discharged. There is an altar, then, 
at which Jesus served. Calvary shows it. Let faith, with 
open and adoring eye, survey that scene. It gladdens heaven, 
and affiights all hell. It should be meditation's happiest seat 
The promised Lamb appears. The victim chos^ before time 
began — the theme of prophet's song — ^the crown of patriarchal 
hope — the jewel in each typifying casket, is now led forth. It 
is the God-man Jesus — Jehovah's fellow — creation's author^ 
the Lord of all things — ^the Prince of life. He comes to die, 
that He may save — ^to bleed, that He may make atonement— 
to lay down life, that sin may be destroyed. An altar is pre« 
pared. It is sufficient for the mighty load. Its pillars are 
the strength of Deity. 

But what Priest leads this Lamb, and binds Him to the 
Altar ? The Priest is Jesus. He teaches this, when q^king 
of His life. He says, ''No man taketh it from Me, but I lay 
it down of Myself." John z. 18. The Spirit bids us mark 
the Sacrificer's hand, when He adjoins. He "through the 
eternal Spirit, offered Himself without spot to God," Heb* 
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ix. 14. Jesus well knew, that nothing but His Uood could 
satisfy i and He did not withhold it He loyed to save, and 
therefore loyed to die. He joyed to do His Eather^s will, and, 
therefoTe, joyed to give Himself. The language of the cross 
is loud and clear. All, that my Father's glory asks — all, that 
My people's need requires — ^I willingly present. I gladly die 
to honour God, and bring redemption to My flock. 

My SDul, turn often to the self-sacriflcing act Do you seek 
proof, that He desires your pardon ? Behold it in His arm 
Btretchqd out to giro Himself. You must be spared. He will 
not spare Himself. 

But, when the blood was shed, the Priestly work was not 
concluded. On the most solemn day of IsraeFs year, the High- 
priest passed the Tail. He stood before the mercy-seat. But 
not without the proof of sacrifice enacted. He brought the 
blood. He sprinkled it before the ark. 

Is Jesus here ? What is the Spirit's comment. ** By His 
own bbod. He entered in once into the holy place, having 
obtained eternal redemption for us." Heb. ix. 12. 

We thus gain vision of the courts above. Our eyes are 
opened to a wondrous sight We see our Jesus transacting 
still the Priestly functions. 

My soul, be much in spirit, and by fedth, in heaven. It is 
a sin, a shame, a folly, and a loss, to live apart from Him, who 
ever lives for you. Abide by Jesus, He is never absent from 
the Father's side. He ever shows His soul-redeeming blood. 
It has aa eloquence, which must prevail. It has a plea, which 
no aocuang rage can answer. It is full price for all the ran* 
somed rtoe. It fills the scales, which justice brings. It gives 
to truth its every demand. It silences the Law's stem curse. 
It daims aU pardon— and all sins are pardoned. What now 
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can Satan say? The Higb-priest shows the blood. All 
charge is answered : all guilt removed : the blood-bought are 
absolved. 

The High-priest bears a censer, too. From it, a cloud of 
rising inoense covers all the mercy-seat. Lev. xvi. 12, 13. 
Thus Jesus fills the heavens with fragrance. His precious 
intercession sheds precious odours round. He pleads, that all 
His work on earth is done. He spreads His wouoded hands. 
He shows His wounded side. He proves, that every term of 
the vast covenant of grace is kept : that sin is punished, and 
His people free. Oh ! the rich savour of such rich pleas ! All 
attributes take up the shout, " Who shall lay anything to the 
charge of God's elect ? *' 

The High-priest ez^:ci8ed another function. It was his 
happy province to strew blessings round. ** Speak unto Aaron, 
and unto His sons, saying, on this wise ye shall bless the 
children of IsraeL" Num. vi. 23. Jesus is called to be a 
blessing Lord. Mark His departing act, ''He led them out as 
far as to Bethany, and He Hfted up His hands and blessed 
them." Lukexxiv50. And now He lives in heaven a blessing- 
life, and opens there His blessing-hands, and utters there His 
blessing-voice, and displays there His blessing-smile. 

Poor sinners feel their sin. They see the Saviour. They 
flee to wash in His all-cleansing blood. They hide beneath 
His glc^ous righteousness. This is a blessing. They burst the 
bonds of sin and Satan — ^they love the sacred feasts of Eible* 
truth and holy ordinatices — ^they glory in the sealing sacra* 
ments. This is a blessing. They rejoice with joy unspeakable — 
they trample on the world, and all its snares, and all its baits. 
They^ see hell vanquished — ^heaven their home — saints their 
brethren-mangels their ministering guardians — Jesus their all. 
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heaven. Jesus there ministers to consummate salvation. What 
is it, that His front declares ? ^^Koliness to the Lord." Adore 
Him : for such is His jiist title. His persoQ is " Holiness to 
the Lord." Unspotted purity is His essence. If it were other- 
wise. He could not take a Savtoitr's place. His work is 
<' Holiness to the Lord." He came to sanctify Himself, that 
He might do His Fathei^s will. "HIb blood, Ws righteousness, 
His prayers, are ^'Holiness to the Lord*" His people, in their 
souls, their walk, their ways, are '^Holiness to the Lord." He 
found them sinners. He n^de them holy. He gave them new 
hearts, new lives, to be for eyer *^ Holiness to the Lord." 

Such is our robed High-priest. Is He not glory ? Is He 
not beauty ? Whp vill not love Him ? Who will not praise 
Him? Who w^ll uot pray, Glorify me in Thy glory — ^Beautify 
me in Tkjr beauty — ^fpr J. am Piine ? 



THE GOLDEN ALTAR 



^* Thou thaU makg an AUcar io hum ineeme ffpoit." Ex. zxx. 1. 

Hi has heaven on his way to heaven, whose daily life is an 
upward flight to Christ. Wide indeed are these fields of light 
We may journey tax, but they stretch farther. From every 
pointy more lofty heights appear. The subject is a book, whose 
pages end not The more it occupies us, the less it wearies. 
It richly feeds, but ever leaves an appetite for more. 

The Bedeemer^s image is embodied in the Tabernacle- 
service. ^'Behold Him, behold Him," is the one universal cry. 
But nowhere is this voice more plainly heard, than at the 
Golden Altar. This filled the tent with richest streams of 
fragrance. So it preached Him, who is the Incense of the 
courts above. 

Header, this now invites our notice. In mercy may the 
Spirit cause the sacred odour to arise. 

The station of this Altar first claims thought. The Lord, 
who orders all things with wise end, especially enjoins, ''Thou 
shalt put it before the vail, that is by the Ark of the testi- 
mony.'' Ex. xzz. 6. Hark where he stands, then, who dis- 
charges service at this shrine. The expiating altar is behind. 
His steps have brought him to the borders of the holiest place. 
He has passed the spot, where dying victims bleed. Heaven's 
clearest emblem is now dose. Thus the Altar's chosen position 
seems as a link to join the cross and crown. 
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Beader, the spot eaUs you to pause and look within. Say, 
haye your fbet attained 1^ station ? Has the first altar seen 
you humble, gail^B^<^^ smiting on your breast^ and con- 
fessing all your miserable sins before it? Has eager fiuth there 
touched the atoning Lamb ? Is pardon in your hand? Is your 
soul calm in knowledge of the curse remoTed, and fiill remission 
given? Hare you thus pressed towards this inner Altar, 
wh«c« the incense bums ? If so, the Tail is almost touched. 
This skreens the sanotoary, which pictures heaven's bright 
rest. The space is narrow now, which parts you from eternal 
bliss. The ever-smiling smile of God, the ever-present pre- 
sence of the Lamb is your near portion. Swift-flying moments 
will soon waft you to the kingdom from all eternity prepared, 
through all eternity prolonged. 

Eeader, is such in very truth your place ? If so, adore the 
grace, which led you to it. You may have wealth. It cannot 
profit long* You may have healtii. Decay will cause its 
lower to fJMle. You may have strength. It soon will totter 
to the grave. You may have honours. A breath will blast 
them. You may have ottering Mends. They are but as a 
summer brook. These boasted joys oft cover now an aching 
heart. They never gave a grain of solid peace. They never 
healed a conscience-wound. They never won approving looks 
from heaven. They never crushed the sting of sin. 

But floods of peace surround this golden shrine. Its wor- 
shippers hold mercy, and eye glory. They look back on all 
transgression blotted out. Heaven's rays are breaking on their 
blood-washed souls. The second Altar is so set, that these 
truths sparkle from its instant sight. 

Next, let this Altar^s parts be viewed. "So human mind 
designs. Ood, who gives Christ, gives each foreshadowing 
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sign. His roice directs, ^ Let gold be joined to wood.** Christ 
is the corresponding wonder. He is equal to Gk>d in GMhead'i 
greatness; and fellow to man in hnmanit/s low stste. He is 
bold to ascend to Jehovah's throne, and wining to ihara the 
sinner^s rags* 

Such is tlie Saviour, wbom Gk>d sends. Sneh is fhe Sa!?ioiir, 
wlioia sin needs. Uore cannot be. Less would be nothing 
worth, Would that all tribes of men could form o!no audienoe, 
to hear one word from these poor ^p8. It should be this :-^ 
A (xod-^man only can redeem a sinner's soul. A God-man— 
even Jesus — undertakes the work. A God-man— even Jesus— ^ 
finishes the whole. 

Its form is square. Sucli is tiie shape, too, of the atoning 
altar. We thus are taught again, that our salvation is ex- 
ceeding strong. It is support, which cannot feSL It is most 
firmly based on God's own might for ever. 

We further learn, that one inviting front is turned to every 
comer. From every qiuurter, then, let sinners flee hither. Christ 
never did, He never win, He never can reject. OnefiM^e, 
arrayed in ready welcomes, smiles on aU. 

It had its crown — ^Lts horns— its staves. Eadi sounds glad 
tidings to faith's listening ear. 

The crown is royal emblem. Let Jesus taJ^ it, then. It is 
His right The prophet dngs, ^'IDie govermnent shaU be 
upon His shoulder.'' Is. ix. 6. The Father cries, '^Tet have 
I set my EJng upon My holy hin of Zion." Ps. ii. 6. Once, 
indeed, derision mocked Him with its drding thorns. But 
now in heaven He wears redemption's everlasting dxadeuL 

But though He rules thus liigh. His darling flmme Is tibe 
poor sinner's hearty B3s brightest icrowQ is jeweUed with 
saved souls. 
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He greatly loved. He works in heaven, because He loves as 
greatly. 

Reader, see Jesus all activity to save. He never flags, nor 
loiters, nor desists. One thing He does. He girds His loins 
for labour. Are yom as earnest to be saved ? Are you as 
active to seek Him? Are you as zealous to subserve His 
cause? His persevering zeal should shame man's listless 
indolence. His girdle is reproach to our ungirded loins. 

Above the coat a robe was placed. Ex. xxviii. 31. In mea- 
sure it was Ussr It had no covering tor the arms. It scarcely 
reached below the knees. But its chief difference was its 
lovely hue, and the magnifioenoe of the bordering hem. The 
colour was pure blue. It thus reflected the clear canopy of 
heaven. The high-priest ministered in a sky-like robe. Thus 
Jesus brings all heaven to our thought. Heaven is in His 
every word. His hands extend the gift of heaven. To see Him 
now is heaven begun. To be with Him for ever is heaven 
complete. Faith knows no heaven but Him. 

Reader, see Jesus, as your High-priest, in azure robe, and 
you wiU die to earth, and earth will die to you. A brighter 
scene will win you to love brighter things. 

This robe had a rich fringe. Its hem was a broad belt of 
pomegranates and golden bells. These pomegranates were 
richly worked in purple, blue, and scarlet Of all the fruits^ 
this is most rich in seed. Therefore it is fit emblem of luxu- 
riant shoots. Here Jesus is portrayed, as the '' Everlasting 
Father'' of a countless race. His blood is sown on earth; — a 
harvest of saved souls springs up. Mark the crowds, who 
throng the throne of glory. They all are produce of redeeming 
love. Mark all, who in the wilderness of earth show signs 
of new imparted beingw They all derive existence from oni9 
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stem ; — ihey all are fruit of one regenerating Spirit. We see 
the ornamented edge, and we adore the trath| ** So shall thy 
seed be." Gen. xv. 5. 

The pomegranates were intermingled with golden bells. The 
high-priest could not stir, but melody announoedi that he wad 
near. Israel's sons found special comfort in this ordinance* 
Their high-priest passed the vail. He stood before the ark. 
It was a solemn moment. The spot was terrible in awe. The 
thought might rise. Can man draw near to symbols of God's 
glory, and not die ? But a sweet note lulls all etth fears to 
rest. The golden bells are heard. All hearts rcgoiced. The 
high- priest faced the mercy-seat, and yet he lived. The golden 
bells still sound. Faith is no stranger to their voice. Jesus, 
indeed, is no more seen by mortal sense. The heavens hide 
Him. He prosecutes His work before an unseen throne. And 
there He lives. The proof is dear and sweet, as music from 
the golden bells. Each tender whisper of His love-^each 
soothing application of His word — each sweet assurance of 
unfailing caie, are sounds which evidence, that Jesus lives. — 
The golden bells for ever ring the joyful tidings, '' Because I 
live, ye shall live also.*' 

Believer, look often to the fringe of the blue robe. Jesus is 
there, the fruitful author of your every grace. Jesus is there» 
assuring, that He lives to give you lifls. 

The ephod was next added. Ex. xxviii. 6. This was a tunic, 
shorter in form, than the preceding robe. But while the robe 
was simple in one azure shade, this was all radiant in diversity 
of hue. They shall make it, saith the Lord, *' of gold, of blu^ 
of purple, of scarlet, and fine twined linen, with cnaning 
work." Each brought its choicest produce. Art used its 
utmost effort. The puiport is most dear. We thus are taugji^ 



TEE HOLY. GABHSITTS. 145 

that all rare graces are combined in Christ. His person, which 
is God and man ; His work, which fills all heaven with glory; 
His tender dealings ; — ^His loving heart ;-<^His faithful tmtii, 
are the perfection of all charms. None ever see true beauty, 
till Christ appears in His salvation's robes. 

Two shoulder-pieces fixed it "No common skiU prepared 
them. Sockets of gold were formed. In each an onyx stone 
was placed. These stones were graven with the names of 
Israel's tribes. 

my soul, what streams of comfort issue from this sight ? 
Your name, your very name appears on high, uplifted on the 
shoulders of your Lord. How then can foes work harm ? They 
may assail, they will assail. But you are high above their 
reach. Can they scale heaven ? The thojight is folly. Yet 
they must lay Christ low, before they can touch you. Your 
seat is safety. Your prop is Deity. Bejoice, be glad. High 
is your Lord — are you less high ? Thus, weak in yourself, you 
soar above all peril, and sit as more than conqueror on eminence 
of Almightiness. 

Rich is this comfort. But the Lord of comfort yet gives 
more. It is His will, that joy unspeakable should fill His 
people's souls. A breast-plate, th^^efore, is inserted in this 
ephod's front. No words can show its matchless splendour. 
Upon a ground richly embroidered like the ephod, twelve 
precious jewds were set. Each glittering stone exhibited the 
name of one of Israel's tribes. 

This work is aU arranged to prove, how dearly Jesus loves 
His own. The world may scorn them, as the vilest dust. But 
Jesus guards them as His choicest treasure ; and puts them on, 
as the delight of His delights. Bedeeined souls are His chief 
ornament. He wears them on His h^art. 
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Believer, look to CShcM. Hark, He dii^lajft Sift vexy lieaii. 
What read you there ? — ^your nam% — ^yoor very name. Do 
yoa ask^ And can He lore me? Sorely the manger, the 
garden, and the cross are proo£ Bat lest such evidence should 
not suffice, His front is show% as a scroU written with your 
name. Be then persuaded, Hia life is love £^ you. His heart 
has never been, and never wiU be^ without your image. You 
dwell entwined amid affection's fibres. Your High-priest ever 
wears this precious breast-plate. He ever shows your name 
before Grod's tbxood* You are insepiffable portion of Hia breast. 

This is not alL The breast-plate holds more wondrous 
treasure yet. But here is mystery, which we cannot scan. 
We knoWf and it is much to know, that the XIrim and Thum- 
min were adjoined. The meaning of the terms is dear. Their 
voice is ''light and perfection." Their holy use ia also known. 
By means of these, the Lord revealed His will, and gave re- 
sponses to the consulting priest The (Gospel of the ordinance 
is likewisie dean Christ is our light. He is our full perfec- 
tion. Do we need wisdom ? Do we seek guidance ? We may 
draw near. From BQa heart pure light will shine. Do we 
mourn, that imperfection deaves, as our very skin ? He only 
can relieve. His bbod-*— His righteousness— His Spirit — ^His 
dedings, are perfect, and make perfect 

Header, seek Christy and light is yours. Seek Christ, and 
dl perfection is your portion. Our TJrim and our Thummin 
are His smile. 

The Holy Oarments are not yet complete. The head must 
now receive its crowning grace. For this a mitre is prepared. 
Fair Hnen is the substance. A belt of blue surrounds it. On 
this a golden plate is fixed. And then the glorious name, 
'* Holiness to the Lord^" diines forth. Hy soul, look up to 
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This is a bleasing. life is theirs— Death is tiieirs — Christ is 
theirs— Heaven is theirs^— Glory is theirs-— Eternity is theirs. 
This is a blessing. All these streams flow down from Jesus 
our High-priest» who ever lives to e;xecate this blessing work. 

It is the Spirit's earnest will, that we should know and use 
this Great High-priest. Hence, by repeated contrasts, He 
magnifies His worth* This teaching bids us give ear. Let us ad- 
vance, then, and pluck some fruit from these luxuriant boughs. 

Bead Heb« vii. 23. The Priests, who ministered to Israel's 
sons, were only men. Dust was their substance, and to dust 
they soon returned. Death soon removed tiiem from their 
post. Our Great High-priest is very God. His life is im^ 
mortality. Eternity is His day. No time oan bring decay to 
to Him. No age makes His seat void. Sa long as mediating 
work remains, His mediating offioe lives. 

Bead Heb. vii, 27. They were coitaption's seed. Sin 
cleaved to their most l^oly service. Their v^ best was vile 
and black. They must nuie otferings for themselves. They 
needed blood to wash away their guilt. Jesus is pure as God 
is pure. He breathed no atmosphere but perfect holiness. Poor 
sinners have a sinless Priest in Him. 

Bead Heb. ix. 7. They passed the vail but once in every 
year. He entered heaven as His own abode. There, day and 
night He pleads, and wiU present incessant pleas, until the 
latest saint be eaielj gathered home. 

Bead Heb. ix. 12. Their victims were but creatures of this 
lower world. The blood was only blood of beasts. It had no 
saving power. It could not touch transgression's infinite pol- 
lution. Jesus presents Himself to God. He brings the very 
blood of God. All worlds are worthless, when compared to 
this. Believer^ this ia your ftill salvation* 
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Bead Heb. z. U. They offered often. The Ticfims died, 
the altars blazed, the inoense burned from year to year — ^from 
day to day. Jesus presents one Tictim once. His death onoe 
died, His life once given, His blood onoe shed, ftilly and for 
erer washed oat His people's sins, redeemed His people's lives, 
and saved His people's souls. His one surrend^ of Himself 
as the atoning Lamb, for ever quenched all wratli-^for ever 
took away all curse — ^for ever satisfied all claims — tcft ever 
saved the &mily of Mth — ^for ever opened heaven-^finr ever 
vanquished helL To add to infinite perfection is impoesiUe. 
Woe be to them, who think such offering incomplete ! 

The Spirit cries, '' Consider the Apostle and Hig^-priest of 
our profession, Christ Jesus." Heb. ilL 1. Beadtf, obey. 
Hake Him the centre of your every thought;-— the borne of 
your adoring mind ; — ^the first, the last of meditation's joys. 
Christ's Priesthood is a theme, which time cannot ekhauit It 
is a theme, for which eternity is short 
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*' TKou thoH make Boly Oa/fmenufor Aaron thy brother, for gkry and 
far beauty,*' Ex. xxTiii. 2. 

If ever eyes beheld an object, in which Bplendour shone, it was 
the high-priest in his Holy Oarments. God planned each part 
*'for glory and for beauty/' Hence ev^ brilliant colonr 
sparkled. Hence richest jewels cast back dazzling rays. The 
rainbow's yaried hues; the sun's meridian light, seemed to 
concentrate in a human form. Earth brought her best. Art 
framed them with a Spirit-giren skill. 

Header, such is the figure, to which these humble pages 
would now invite your gaze. But you will look in vain, if 
you see nothing but the costly robes. Here is delight for faith's 
enraptured heart Jesus is here. What is beauty, but His 
form. His grace. His work I What is glory, but His manifested 
sight ! This workmanship would never have seen birth, except 
to show His all-surpassing worth. 

Spirit of Truth look down ! We long for clearer vision of 
the Lord. It is Thy sovereign province to display Him. Cause, 
then, these Holy Garments to fUfil their office. 

First, there was the inmost coat. Its texture was of finest 
linen. Ex. xxviii. 89. It covered the whole frame. It clothed 
the arms, and flowed down to the ground. It thus showed 
purity from head to fbot. 
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Do any ask, where can such fall-length purity be foond? The 
Gospel answers by revealing Christ. He is one blaze of spotless 
righteousness. This truth is the firm pedestal of all our hopes. 
If one defect had touched Him, He must have brought atone- 
ment for HimselfL But being sinlesa^ He can take the sinner's 
place. He hangs a sinless body on the cross. He gives a 
sinless soul to bear God's wrath. Thus wrath is satisfied. 

The snow-white vest exhibits, too, the righteousness, which 
Christ wrought out on earth. His active obedience covers the 
whole surface of the law. Heaven's palace must have heaven- 
pure Garments. Christ weaves them. Christ bestows them. 
Faith takes them^and is thoa meetened for the throne of 
God. 

Eeader, think well ; you must sink low in hell, ezc^t a 
righteous Saviour cleanse your guilt. You cannot stand before 
God's eye, except you face Him righteoos, as He is nghteo^s< * 
You cannot breathe in hearen, except a mew-bom nature love 
its holy clime. The hands of Jesui hold all this mercy for 
yoiu His holy blood is perfbct.eaq^dation.. His AiIl obedience 
is your royal robe. His Spirit can impart all grace. Behold 
fiio High-priest in this iimer veity and let its snow-white hue 
teaoh you these truths. 

The coat was tightly fastened by a girdle. To gird the 
loins was to prepare for toiL Jlmtivily is thus insured. This 
sign, then, shows our Jesus equipped for all the labours of 
redeeming service. It was no light task to aave souls. Uoun« 
taios of difficulty must be overcome. Untiling strength must 
be put forth. He promptly strains each eneigy. He meets 
each foe^ He dean each obstacle. He rests not till the path 
from earth to heaven is free. Yet He will work, until His 
flock is safely gathered home* He worked on earth, becauso 



The horns speak mighty prowess. They ptrove^ that victory 
is on His brow. It is so. No strength can staad befeve Oiirist's 
front. He speaks, and He avails* Hell quakes* The cap- 
tives come forth free. Sin's diain is shiviered. Opposing lusts 
lie down subdued. The baffled world is trodden under foot. 

Believer, at this Altar, tiien, cast out aU fear. A conquered 
kingdom cannot conquer you. A hom haa pierced each ad- 
versary's heart. You stride to triuoa^hs over death-stricken 
ranks. 

The staves were signs of readiness to move. The Gospel- 
sound must go into all the earth. Place has no power to shut 
out Christ. He penetrates the lonely wastes. He cheers 
Elijah by the desert brook. No bars give hindrance. He wakes 
a song within Paul's inmost eell. He watches by the wan- 
dering Jacob. He walks beside the £u.thful youths in the 
furnace-heat. He animates the warring Joshua. He stoops 
to poverty's most squalid mire, and sits beside the outcast 
Lazarus. He mounts the steps of lofty palaces, and guards 
His followers in Caesar's household. There is no pilgrim in the 
fleet, the camp, the rustio hut, the lordly fort, the haU of 
science, whose heart Christ eaonot xvaoh. His awiftly-flying 
love calls all His children in from easi, from west^ from north, 
from south. They all draw near to Him, because He first 
draws near te them. 

Believer, at this altar learn, thait in life's busiest haimts, in 
retreat's solitary hours, Christ is an attending friend. 

It is true, that here no victim died. But is it true, that 
here no blood was seen? Oh! no. Oa solenm days, which saw 
atoning rites so solemnly performed, blood was here largely 
scattered. l%e high-priest dyed these horns, and sprinkled 
this holy vessel seven times. . ' 
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Beader, be wise, and learn the beaven-taught art of mixing 
blood with every Bervioe. Let prayer be mighty in the plea 
of Jean's death. Let praise ascend from blood-cleansed lips. 
Let love be, as a flame from blood-besprinkled hearts. Let 
every work be worked with blood-washed hand's. 6od*s 
eye looks for this sign. Wheu it is seen, mercy's wide door 
flies open, and acceptance cannot stay. But woe is theirs, 
whose offerings are not so washed^ CaiQ's miserable end givQs 
warning, that we bring no sacrifice without atonement. 

But this Altar's main use was to receive the incense. Here 
the sacred spice was burned. When the morning lamps were 
trimmed, and when the evening lights were lit, the perfumed 
flame was kindled. 

Beader, observe the process. The flro was flrst brought. 
The holy powder was then spread. The streams of odour then 
How high. And the whole tent was fragrant, as the garden of 
the Lord. 

The Spirit has selected incense as the type of prayer. *' Let 
my prayer be set forth before Thee, as incense." Ps. czli. 2. 
We here, then, have a graphic image of the prayer of prayers, 
the intercession of the King-priest Jesus, 

Mark whence the kindling fire was brought. It came not 
from a human hearth. The oute): altar gave the supply. It 
was the very fire from heaven. It was the very fire, which 
consumed each offering. Great truth is here involved. The 
victim-altar feeds the Incense-altar. The prayer of CJhrist 
receives its life, its power, its vigour, from His blood-stained 
cross. The argument, which prevails, is drawn from justice 
satisfied, from payment made, from wrath appeased, from law 
fulfilled, from curse endured, from covenant discharged,-^ 
Christ*s intercession rests upon His death* 
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Thus incense never ceases to ascend. Heaven is ever fragrant 
with its precious savour. 

Compare all other knowledge with this truth. It flees and 
vanishes as an unsubstantial mist. This is the brightest jewel 
in the crown of grace. This is the fullest cordial in the Gt)spel« 
cup. Where is there joy like realizing views of the great 
work, which Christ now acts on high ? He pleads. He lives 
to plead. He ever lives to plead. He shows His finished work. 
He stretches forth His pierced hands. He claims fulfilment 
of redemption's contract. Our heavenly Father joys in tho 
grateful streams. His every attribute has infinite delight. He 
smiles approval. His ready hands are opened. All blessings 
are poured out. Pardons are sealed. The Spirit is bestowed. 
Ministering angels hasten to their guardian- work. The happy 
flock are gathered into the one fold of grace, and meetened for 
the one fold of glory. 

my soul, may this sweet incense be your constant joy ! 
Shall heaven be glad, and you not dap the hand, and shout all 
praise ? Learn more and more your high and privileged estate. 
Grasping these horns, you may cast back all doubts and fears, 
which Satan would suggest. He ofb wiU whisper, that our 
prayers are weak and worthless, and nought but insults to the 
ears of God. Alas ! this is too often true. But hope relies 
not on our holiest work. Christ prays. Christ prays most 
worthily. And in His prayers acceptance stands. Our praises 
are oft as a dull smouldering smoke. Alas ! here is our sin, 
our shame, our base ingratitude. But Jesu's voice is heard. 
His merits sweeten our short-coming utterance. Our hearts 
are cold and dead. But Christ ever loveS; and proves His love 
by unremitted prayers. 
my soul, think how prevailingly Christ works for you. 
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, Shall the king say to Esther, ''What is thy inquest, it shall be 
even given thee, to the half of the kingdom ?" Esther v. S^ 
And oan the cry of Ood's co-equal Son be coldly met ? Is the 
promise pledged, '' Whatsoever ye shall ask of the Father in 
My name. He will give you?" John zvi. 23. And shall 
there be less acceptance, when Christ in His own person sup- 
plicates ? This cannot be. Prize, then, your Incense Altar. 
Delight in it. Use it, until you pass the vail. 

But hark ! A word of solemn warning sounds. The incense 
is most hallowed. 6K>d adds, ''Whosoever shall make like unto 
that, to smell thereto, shall even be cut off from his people.'' 
Ex. XXX. 88. The type profaned, was hopeless death. Will 
any trifle with the grand reality ? If common use were 
sacrilege, what must the rejection be ? 

Some join with it the fancied prayers of mediating saints. 
What ! is there not enough in Christ ? Can He be under- 
ralued, and God pleased? Can they reach glory^ who rob Him 
of His crown, 
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THE LAVEB. 



" Thou ihaU also make a Later of brats" Ex. xzz. 18. 

Eeades, whatever your earthly lot may he, your outward frame 
contains a priceless gem. Tou hold within you an immortal 
soul. Life's day admits variety of shade. But every state is 
a sore passage to a changeless home. Our common portion is 
eternity. 

What, then, is man's grand concern ? Surely, to make safe 
provision .for ttiis wondrous soul. What should he the firsts 
the last of all his efforts ? Surely to win endless happiness 
for endless days. This point is clear. All who can think^ 
admit it 

God's word directs us to life's only way. Oh ! that Bis 
Spirit might give eyes to see it. The soul, hy nature and by 
work, is one vile mass of sin. Christ only can remove these 
stains. The everlasting hope is lost through sad transgression* 
Christ only can redeem it. 

Hence, God from His high throne — Jesus in countless ways 
of love — the Spirit by most gracious strivings — ^the Bible in 
its every page, call sinners to accept the one great cure. Such 
is the aim, which now knocks at your heart's door. Such motive 
brings the holy Laver to your sight. It is a clear-toned wit- 
ness of redeeming grace. It paints in vivid rays the cleansing 
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worth of Christ. Use it, and your soul is cieaiL Use it^ and 
your eternity is joy. 

God bids His servant to construct the Layer. Ponder with 
prayer and plan — the end. They shine as lamps in a dark 
world. 

** Thou shalt also make a Laver of brass, and his foot also 
of brass, to wash withal : and thou shalt put it between the 
tubemacle of the congregation and the altar, and thou shalt put 
water therein." Ex. xxx. 18. 

Observe the choice material. It is brass. This strongest 
metal shadows forth the strength of Christ He came to do 
the mightiest of mighty works. And He brings omnipotence 
ill His hand. But whence is the brass obtained ? Whose hands 
supply it ? The piety of females furnish it. They gladly give 
their mirrors for this holy use. Ex. xxxviii. 8. 

Faith seeks, nor seeks in vain, to gain instruction from this 
fact. "Women give aid to form this Gospel-type. Here seems 
to be a bud of truth. The Virgin-mother holds the full-blown 
flower. Look to Bethlehem's inn. There the meek Jesus lies-* 
made of a woman — ^the kinsman of our race. The gift of gifts 
comes in through female means. 

They bring their mirrors. The bias of their hearts is changed. 
New feelings bear new fruit. These recently were prized as 
implements of vanity, and handmaids of self-love. But now 
the eyes are opened to far nobler views. Self has no charms, 
when once the wondering gaze has caught some glimpse of 
things divine. 

Header, if your faith sees the glorious beauties of the Lord, 
surely all other features are a dismal blank. 

The offering is not scorned. That, which was framed to cast 
back poor nature^s image, is accepted to form semblances of 
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grace. We see to what high use oar worldly vanities may 

rise. 

Header, you perhaps have stores of needless show. Turn 
them to real benefits. Berote them to the Lord* Present 
them, as the means to spread abroad some tidings of His truth. 
Porget not, that the Laver, which in these pages preaches 
Christ, was brass from women's mirrors. 

It occupied a midway space between the brazen altar and 
the tabernacle's door. A strict command was issued, that no 
priest should touch the one or pass the other, until his hands 
and feet had been here washed. Such is the ordinance. It 
sternly warns, that no defilement may approach the Lord. It 
sweetly «dds, that He, who demands such purity, provides the 
purifying stream. The Lord, who says, you must be cleansed, 
.brings near His cleansing Layer. 

Believer, marie well your calling. It is to minister a live- 
long service to the Lord. Life is not life, until each act sub- 
serves our God. Our feet should oidy move for Him. Our 
hands should know no work but His. But ah! these feet, these 
hands, how soiled, how black they are ! The dust of earth 
forms a polluting path, and through it is our daily walk. The 
things of earth leave a defiling stain, and auch we always 
handle. With feet, with hands like these, can we bring thie 
sacrifice of faith, or bum the incense of devoted love ? 

But a Laver is prepared. It stands beside us at each step. 
It has a voice loud as the roar of many waves ; — sweet as the 
melody of heaven ;— Wash and be dean. 

Eternal love devised the plan. Eternal wisdom drew the 
mod^. Eternal grace comes down to bnild it But by whom 
-ean it be filled ? Jesus Himself pouos in the stream. Hie 
brings the rich supply. It is blood :— blood from His oym 
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> vems : — ^blood from His very heart. Nothing in heaven or 
earth conld help, bat this. He bleeds, to fill the Layer. He 
dies, to open wide the pardoning fount. 

But is there yirtue in this flood to wash out sin ? It is an 
anxious point. My soul, rest not till you grasp a dear reply. 
Sin is indeed a hell-dark stain. Wash it with all, that natm» 
knows, or man can brings and its black dye becomes more 
black. If tears of penitence could flow for ever, they would 
lessen not the Mghtful shade. The waters fron^ the puddle 
of man's best resolves leave the stained soul in aggravated 
stains. Let rivers afber rivers of rites, and forms, and strictest 
self-denial, and most severe observances pass over it, yet stiU 
the deeply-grained pollution would be undeansed. If all 
angelic hosts could wash the spots with all the innocence of 
angels' tears, the crimson would be crimson still. And why ? 
•Because of sin's intense malignity. Infinity belongs to its 
polluting touch. Its slightest breath inflicts irreparable soil. 

If, then, the Laver would cleanse sin, it must contain a 
stream of more than human or angelic power. It must be 
perfectly divine. It must have all the properties of God. My 
soul now view this Laver. It holds a remedy, large as your 
every need. The blood therein is Jesu's blood : — and Jesus is 
Jehovah's fellow. It must suffice, because its might is vast, 
as He, who shed it ; — ^and He» who shed it, is the God-man 
Jesus. 

Your sins, indeed, are many, black, and vile. They have 
all aggravation and all filth. They have been acted and re- 
acted, in defiance of all light — all consdence — aU rebukes — all 
checks. Their number leaves the sands behind. Their colour 
makes the night seem fair. But plunge them in these waters. 
, They meet an essence, which is infinite to change their hateftil 
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hue. No wpedk can now be fonnd. It flees, as night before 
the £ice of day. The sin-black soul becomes as white as wool — 
whiter than the whitest snow. 

Satan beholds, and can discern no remnant of a flaw. 
Nothing is left, which he can touch. Ood looks with an all- 
searching eye, but sin has fled as far as the east is from the 
west. It has vanished in the efficacy of this perfect cleansing. 
The blood, the all-powerM blood has washed it out. The 
Christ-bathed soul-is pure, and clean, and bright, and spotless, 
and heaveu-flt, even as Christ Himself. 

It is so. It must be so. Hear the Spirit's witness. *' The 
blood of Jesus Christ His Son deanseth us from all sin." 1 
John i. 7. lift up the eye. Behold the bright array, which 
throng the throne. Whence is their title to the heavenly 
home ? The blood, which bought them, has removed all stains. 
Look down to that dark pit, where darkness spreads its ever- 
darkeniug pall. Ah ! what a spectacle of filth and woe ! But 
wherefore do these wretched spirits writhe in their polluted beds? 
They never sought — they never found — ^they never used, the 
cleansing Laver of a Saviour's blood. Hell holds not one, who 
found it. Unwashed souls must sink. The washed must rise. 
Yile fetters chain the one. The others mount up with silver 
wings, and feathers of wrought gold. 

But sins forgiven in the court of heaven, are not soon for- 
gotten in the court of conscience. Satan finds entrance here. 
With savage voice and clamorous demand, he drags our by- 
gone acts before its bar. If he cannot cast victims into hell, 
he will affright the heaven-ward pilgrims with wild storms of 
fear. Thus he reads out long scrolls of past transgression. He 
argues, that souls so black are only fuel for his endless flames. 
Woe unto them, who strive to reason with this wily foe! 
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Denial cannot be. The ease is inie. Memory bean tearful 
witness. Excuses are in vain. These Tesseb are all full of 
leaks. They cannot hold defence. 

The only refuge is this Layer. They, who have Gospel- 
I'ght, will cast themselves therein. Then peace resumes her 
peaceful reign. Then Satan flees in disappointed rage. Then 
terrifying threats melt into songs of safety. The adversary 
yields. He cannot destroy a blood-supported peace. 

Header, would you have conscience an unruffled calm? 
Would you repose in pastures of heart-ease ? Then heal all 
memory's wounds in this pure Laver. Beside its brink, you 
may securely shout — God is appeased : my troubles shall not 
live. He sees my sins no more : they are behind His back : 
they therefore shall not frown before my fiEU^. 

But the Laver holds more precious water yei He, who finds 
Christ, finds every good in one. Do you ask, can more be 
needed, if sin has lost its filth and guilt ? Yes, its vile seeds 
remain. There is the evil heart bent on all evil. The fire of 
lust bums strong. The oven of impure desire is hot. But 
there is water here to purify the will. Christ gives His Holy 
Spirit to work renewal and to put out sin. What streams of 
comfort fiow in the channel of the word. "Then will I 
sprinkle clean water upon you, and ye shall be dean : ftom 
all your filthiness and from all your idols will I cleanse you. 
A new heart also will I give you, and a new spirit will I put 
within you : and I will take away the stony heart out of your 
flesh, and I will give you a heart of flesh.'' Ezek.xxxia. 25, 
26. The Gospel echoes, He of God is made unto us, not only 
wisdom and righteousness, but sanctification too. 1 Cor. i. 80. 

Beader, has this Laver brought this change to you ? Are 
you a new-made creature in Christ Jesus ? ^Ifark well the 
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solemn trutb, ** Except a man be bom again, he cannot see the 
kingdom of God/* There is no heaven, but for new- bom souls. 
Insuperable bars shut the old nature out. If title must be 
found in Christ, so meetness must be got from Him. 

But steadily behold the Laver. All is ready here. The 
blood, which buys all pardon, and confers all peace, earns all 
supplies of sanctifying grace. The constant cry is — Wash and 
be clean from every outward stain. — Wash and be clean from 
all accusing fears. — Wash and be clean from the deep springs 
of inward evil. — Wash and be dean from this world's cor- 
mpting love. 

The Laver was but one. If Israel's priests had sought some 
other fount, their case would have been hopeless ; the wrath 
would have consumed them. Eeader, cast out the vain conceit, 
that ought but Christ can cleanse the soul. He is enough. He 
is at hand. But fail to use Him, and your filth remains. Wash 
here — wash only here. No other vessel can add merit, where 
all merit thus abounds. So only will your walk be clean on 
earth. So only will you reach the pure abodes, where holy 
lips for ever sing, '* Holy, Holy, Holy, Lord God of hosts.** 



THE NAME. 



** The Lord passed hy before Aufi, and proclaimed^ The Lord, the Lord 
God, merciful and gracious, kmg'Siiffming, andabundant in goodness 
and truth, keeping mercy for thousands, forgiving iniquity and trans- 
gression atid sin^ and that wUi by no means clear the guUfy, £z. 
xxxiv. 6, 7. 

EiBTH owes much to supplicating lips. Abundant harvests 
have been reaped from, a little seed of interceding grace. An 
instance meets us here. A tree of glorious truth rears its high 
head. Its wide-spread branches have been refreshing shade 
to multitudes of every age. But whence its birth ? A hearty 
prayer was breathed. The noble plant sprang up. 

Believer, in every place, at every time drop seeds of prayer. 
The crop may live, when your short race is run. 

The suppliant here is Moses. He thirsts for clearer know- 
ledge of his God. He had seen much, and therefore bums for 
more. He cries, "I beseech Thee, show me Thy glory." It is a 
large desire. But gracious souls crave all, that God can give. 
It is a large petition. But large petitions honour the Giver, 
and are honoured by Him. Mark the reply. '' I will make 
all My goodness pass before thee, and I will proclaim the name 
of the Lord before thee." His glory is His goodness. His 
goodness is His glory. His name is the page, in which these 
wonders shine. 



XHX VAXE. 163 

Eeader, have you this lioly wish h Do you long to see this 
glory, to taste tiiis goodness, to feast at the banquet of this 
knowle^ ? Gome thai in fidth. Come in the lowliness of 
humble awe. The Lord is pasnng by. He speaks. Heed His 
proclaiming yoice. *' The Lord, the Lord God, merciM and 
gracious, long-suffering, and abundant in goodness and tnktfa, 
keeping mercy for thousands, forgiving iniquity and trans- 
gression and sin, and that wOl by no means dear the guilty.*' 
A train of glory issues from the courts of heaven. Each image 
shows some glimpse of Him, whose full display would blind 
our mortal sight. 

The foremost in the group utters the name, '* Jehovah." 
Oh ! wondrous sound ! It casts the mind back through the 
ages of eternity gone by ; it bears it forward through eternity 
to come. It loudly tells, that through the past, the present, 
and the future, One is. It pictures Him as '' I am/' before 
time was : — '* 1 am," when time shall be no more. It robes 
Him in all the majesty, and dignity, and grandeur, and bound- 
lessness of changeless unity. It exhibits Him, as the sole 
great fount of every stream of life. my soul, such is your 
Lord. Great beyond thought ! vast beyond grasp ! immea- 
surable by human line ! untraceable by human search ! But 
from this lofty throne His eye was ever fixed on you. Through 
all infinities, your image filled His heart. His age is immor- 
tality — ^He grants the same to you. Will you not adore and 
reverence and bless Him, and love and praise and serve Him ? 

" The Lord, the Lord." Before another sound is heard, 
Jehovah's name is doubled. The repetition bids us look again. 
It tells us, that thought upon thought must search the mysteries 
of the great ''I am." The soaring wing must soar still higher. 
Our praise must only pause, to recommence its endless work. 
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"The Lord, the Lord God." The title God is now conjoined. 
This speaks of power and strength. It claims unbounded 
sovereignty. God sits indeed upon a throne omnipotent. He 
wields the sceptre of unlimited controL His right hand is all 
power. He speaks, and it must be. He works, and who can 
let ? Pile worlds on worlds, His breath can drive them into 
nothingness. Collet all hosts from earth and hell, His foot 
can drive the mass to dust. 

Shall then poor man vaunt against GK>d ? How can a rebel 
stand, when God shall gird Himself with wrath ? Sinner, be 
wise in time. Vengeance comes on apace. It strides resbtless 
in its force. There is no refuge, but at Calvary's cross. 

Believer, this name flies down on wings of peace to you* 
Know the full might, which is your full support This God 
is your shield. What foes can harm ? He is your sword. 
Who can assail ? He is your fortress. Are you not safe ? 
He is the waU of fire round about you. Who can break 
through to wound ? He has promised life eternal, as your 
portion. Who can prevent ? He is bearing you in His own 
arms to heaven. Who can pluck you from His grasp ? This 
God is your full salvation. Therefore you shall be fully saved. 

" The Lord, the Lord God, mercifuL" The voice proceeds 
to open out Jehovah's heart. This heart is mercy. As the sun 
abounds in sparkling rays — the sea in drops — ^the sky in glit- 
tering orbs, so God is one vast treasure-house of mercy. This 
is the brightest jewel of His crown. It overtops the heavens. 
It outlives all time. It outshines all perfections. It is the 
riches of His riches. I 

But what is mercy ? It is that sweet and tender love, which 
has a tear for all distress, which grieves in grief, and sorrows 
in sorrowi and yearns over miseryi and only lives in healing 
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wounds, and calming anguisliy and converting signs to joy. 
This looked on man in his lost estate. It marked the present 
suffering and the fixture woe. It tarried not. It found a full 
and perfect remedy, even a God-man's life and death. 

The Father is all mercy. A Saviour called, a Saviour sent, 
a Saviour accepted is the proof. Jesus is all mercy. The 
manger, the garden, the cross, the blood» the righteousness, the 
never-ceasing prayer, proclaim it. The Spirit is all mercy. 
His striving in the heart, — His light-diffusing presence, —His 
guidance to the Saviour*s arms, — His many visits of consoling 
love, — His rich outpourings of renewing grace, bear witness 
to this truth. 

Reader, whatever be your misery, come to this God, and 
mercy will relieve it. Paul knew the burden of tremendous 
guilt — but he ** obtained mercy." The penitent besought, 
'' God, be merciful to me a sinner." Floods of peace over- 
flowed. The wretched cried, " Jesus, thou Son of David, have 
mercy on me." Jesus stood still. The answer lingered not. 
" Go thy way, thy faith hath made thee whole." The sor- 
rowing mother supplicated, ** Have mercy on me, Lord, 
thou Son of David," and all relief was given. Mercy jatill 
reigns in heaven. Bring then your sins, they shall be par- 
doned : — ^your tears, they shall be wiped away : — your con- 
science-wounds, they shall be healed : — ^your sighs, they shall 
be lulled to rest : — ^your need, it shall be all supplied : — your 
difficulties, they shall be smoothed. 

** MerciM and gracious." The view is changed. Another 
aspect courts the eye. Grace shows its beauteous form. As 
mercy pities misery, so grace is helpfol to unwortliiness. Mercy 
brings balm for wretchedness. Grace hastens to demerit's aid. 
Mercy finds tender motive in man's woe. Grace has no im- 
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pulse bat from God. The world preaentB a hateM front. The 
wide-spread field is rank with mad rebeUion's weeds. There 
is no shame, no penitenoOi no downcast look^ no weeping eye, 
no sobbing breast, no wringing hand, no prayer for pardon, and 
no cry for pity. Sin follows sin, as wave on wave. But grace 
springs forth — ^free as Ood's freeness— -rast as Ood's vastness. 
It says, I love, because I love. I will save, because I wiU 
save. I will redeem from hell, because I will redeem. It has 
no cradle, but Ood's own heart. It has no spring, but Gk>d's 
own purpose. But it is a worthy offspring of that worthy 
source. It girds itself to wondrous work. It draws Salva- 
tion's plan. It leads forth Salvation's captain. It chooses 
Salvation's heirs. It consummates Salvation's scheme. It lays 
the furst stone. It adds the top-stone. It cannot rest, until 
the shout be heard, Grace to it, Grace to it, for ever. 

Header, merit is as £eu: from you as east from west Tour 
only property is sin. But you may shine in glory, because 
God is grace. Oh ! haste to Him. Take pardon as a free-grace 
gift. Seek heaven, as a free-grace prize. But if your pride 
rejects free grace, your own deserts will be the undying worm. 
" Mercifril and gracious, long-suffering." The dtLzens of 
Zion sometimes quake, less grievous guilt should drain all 
mercy, and exhaust all grace. A ray next shines to dissipate 
these douds. Behold Me, saith the Lord, I am long-suffering. 
Here is a plank, on which the wave-tossed soul may rest. 
What ! though the annals of the heart are but a sin-vile tale. 
What ! though each day, each hour, is but the hot-bed of pro- 
voking 01. What ! though the holiest prayers are often solemn 
mockery; the holiest works but incense to self-love. StOl 
vengeance stays the hand, and blessings pour their blessing 
showera down. If angels' patience ruled fbr one hour, would 
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it be 8Q ? Nay. Man's whole race would be a shivered ruin. 
But He, who reigns, is a long-snffering God. Hence, where 
offence abound^ His patience rises higher. We live, because 
our God forbears. Bat the day comes, when boundless patience 
finds its boonds. Sinner, when God's long-suffering can lo 
more bear, then your long sufferings will no more cease. 

'< Merciful and gracious, long-suffering, and abundant in 
goodness and truth." But while patience still is patient, may 
not the stores of goodness fail ? It cannot be. Gk>d's goodness 
is Himself. 'VSThile He has life, it is His life to scatter good- 
ness round. Believer, come to this tree. Its boughs for ever 
bend, and all its fruits are goodness. Drink of these waters. 
They ever fLow^ and all the stream is goodness. Truth is the 
handmaid, which provides and scatters far these never-failing 
gifts. A covenant oath is pledged, ** Surely blessing I will 
bless." Heb. vi. 14. Truth then must die, before the hand 
of goodness can hang down. Abundant truth secures abundant 
goodness. 

** Keeping mercy for thousands." my soul, hearken to 
the melody of this sweet note. The thought may sometimes 
rise, that mercy visits but a favoured few ; — ^that the rare gift 
enriches but rare souls. Nay, mercy's arms are very wide, 
Mercy's heart is very large. Mercy's mansions are very many. 
It has brought saving joy to countless multitudes. It has 
saving joy for countless yet. The doors stand open. Thousands 
have found. But there are stores for thousands yet. 

Will any hesitate ? Will any sigh, There cannot be this 
hope for me ? Whence is the fear? Is the reply. Iniquity 
forbids ? This Name sweeps down such obstacle. It criesy 
The Lord is a God, *< forgiving iniquity." Is it added. But 
transgressions are so vile ? The Name sM speaks, The Lord 
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is a God, forgiving iniquity and tranflgression. Is it fhrthei 
said, But sins appear in oonntless mnltitades ? The Name 
continues, Our Lord is a Ood, forgiving iniquity, and trans- 
gression, and sin. If all the sins of all the lost — ^if all the 
filth of all the fiends in hell, were piled on your one con- 
Bcrence : flee to the cross, plead this sure word, and as our God 
is true. He will he found forgiving iniquity and transgression 
and sin. 

But if you fail to cast yourself on Christ, there is no other 
refuge. This word of richest comfort is stem condemnation to 
all, who stand in their own guilt. ** He will hy no means clear 
the guilty.'* No sinner can take unpardoned sins to heaven. 
No soul unwashed can enter there. Evil must have what evil 
earns. Christ our surety appeared hearing our sins. He was 
not spared. Wrath seized Him. Vengeance took its due. In 
Him, all, who are His, are cleared, because His death is theirs. 
Out of Him, all, who have sin, must die, because their sins 
are theirs. 

Header, such is God's saving Name. Oh ! hear it now, and 
with the ear of faith. It is not heard in hell. 
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